
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at jhttp : //books . qooqle . com/ 




:.V<t3L -':■■:. ■'■■• ■ ■ ■ 















t ».!;>) 



-v . 



V; .'r ■>*"*■ ' ■'■■; ■ 7 " 



<-\.' 'VK ■;■ ■■■■ ••■* 



P O EMS 

ON 

-VARIOUS SUBJECTS, 

ENTERTAINING, ELEGIAC, 

AND 

RELIGIOUS. 

WITH A FEW SELECT POEMS FROM 
OTHER AUTHORS. 



By 


M3& - c 

Now Mrs. 


a" ' 


■"k' 


E. 

• 



BRISTOL: 

PRINTED FOR THE AUTHOR. 

M.DCC.LXXXVI. 



j THI: NEW YORK i 

j PUBLIC LIH^KY- 

; 2836I1> ; 

i ATTOfc, LENOX AMD , 
I VlU;hNFOUNCATIOtO, . 

• I IWfe i 






TO THE 



SUBSCRIBERS. 



Y, 



E gen'rous Patrons of a female's mufe, 

Ere you my works with ftudious eye perufe, 

My pen would firft in humble flrains impart 

The genuine dictates of a female heart : 

Thanks to my friends — and fhould my labours pleafe, 

Crown'd are my wifhes, and my heart's at eafe ; 

My time improved, my mufing hours well fpent, 

If thefe confpire to give my friends content : 

• • * * •* 
But Seward, SteeJ.e< ot Mjjre, * hop* aibl ip fee, 

With gentle cancfouf'feaa .the Author's Plea. ** 

• Celebrated poctcffev/' \ • ; • '** IVe firft poet* 



SUBSCRIBERS 



A T 



Suffix, Wind/or, &c. &c. &c. 



SI R Jofeph Andrews 
Duchefs of Ancafter 
Dr. Apthorp 
Mr. Archer 
Allen 
Atlee 
° Anthony 
Mrs. Afhburnham 
' Alms 
Afton 
Armitage 
Anccll 
MifsAlms 

Andrews. 
Auftin* 



B. 

Hon. John Bingham 
Hon. John Butler 
Sir H. Blackmail 
Rev. Mr. Barnes 
Browne 
Buckle 
Baker 
Dr. JBathurfl 



Dr. Bayley 

Biddle - 
Hugh Bold, efq; 
Lady Anne Benfon 
Bennett 
Bayntun 
Bamfylde 
Hon. Mrs. Baternan 
Mr. Boinet 

Barnes 

Brereton 

Bridger, jun. 

Brown. 

Burry 

Boofman 

Beck with 

Brig (lock, -» # - 

Broadhe&cfc ■■*, 
■:'-■ Bates' J 

Battifctfmb.. 

Bullock' 
■Mrs. Birt ■-,-„ . 

Bajbitft . 

Blount J 

Badger 

Butler 

Brair 

Barnard 

Birch 



Mrs* 



■&\ 



SUBSCRIBERS. 



Mrs. Blagden 
Burnett 
Bowyer 
Baylcy 
Browne 
Blunt 
Board 
Brapple 
Buckall 
Bufghfield 
Bracebridge 
Bankin 
Browne 
Blake 
Brercton 
Bryer 
Baverftock 
Beddington , 
Barley 
Biddle 
Buckworth\ 
Batfon 
Barker* • • . 

Bume^:^; 

Bennett 
Boehm * * ; 
Bullock •••':. 
MUsBofvile\/; # : ; 
. Bullock; ,•*;/ 
Burroughs 
Bond 
Bond 
Browne 
Bilhopp; 



\ Mifs Bradford 
; Bonafous 

; Bincraft. 

: c. 

• Duke of Chandos 

• Lord Conynham 
I Lord Courtown 

I Sir John Carter 

I Rev AtcK<L CouiUil 

■ Hon. Mr Cathcart 
\ Dr. Chapman 

j Dr. Cook - 
J Dr. Campbell 

• Rev. Mr. Cove 

J Clerke 

■ Cope 

'. W. Clayton, efq: 

■ Duchefs of Chando 

• Lady Charnock 

■ Hon. Mrs. Chctwynd . 
I Mr. Chambre 

. » Cheefe 

*. I /•TCferke 
VjV .*; Element 
*:.•! :••• Cole 
"•'•!■:*•: Chalcecottr 
11 i\.\ Conftable 
1 »•**)/' « Champion 
• ••« «••; Caven 

; Chutfield 

; Calling 

I Coomber 

• Cleobufey 

Mr. 



frU Mi $>C R I^E:R-5, 



Mr. Clayton • 


D, 


Crawfticy ■ 


Mrs.Crofs j 


Bifho]. of St. David's 


Clarke, twofcts j 


Sir John Dick 


Cox ; 


Rev. Dr. Lixon 


Clement _ ; 


Daviess 


Cole 


Dr. Davies 


Cromwell ; 


Rev. Mr. Davies 


Chalboard [ 


Capt. Davids 


Collins j 


Countefs of Dyfart 


Cranfton ! 


Lady Douglas 


Clark- ; 


Dent 


Cofter ! 


Duncannoor 


Cook * : 


Davenport; 


Cliffe ; 


Hon. Mrs. Dormer 


Carter ! 


Lady of Rev. Dr Dennis 


Cuft 


Lady of' Rev. Dr. Den- 


Coppin 


nifon x 


Clements 


I Mr. Drinkwatey. 


Cartwright 


t Duer 


Mifs Cam 


I Dolet 


Cothc 


! Docker 


Chandler 


' Dendy 


Coles 


" Dubbins 


Churchar 


' Dcldhawk • 


Chaten 


! Dimftone 


Coates 


| Davenport 

[ Dagnall 


Clutton 


Com [ ton 


* Detrue 


Chat field. 


; Davis 


Colvcr 


J Dickfon 


Gharfley 


; Mrs."D in woody 


Claytons t 


J Dobhs 




•• Davy. 




Mrs, 



SUBSCRIBERS. 



Mrs. Diggcns 

Daen 

Bagrall 

Douglas 

Davis* 

Douglas ' 
Mifs Dendy 

Dennett 

Dafhwood . 

Derby 

E* 

Admiral Evans 
Rev. Mr. Eveleigh 

Evans 
Lady Erne 

Mcflrs. Evans & Hazell 
Mr. 'Ellis 

Evans 
Mrs. Elliot 

Elgate 

Eagles 

E. Eagles 

Enraght 
Mifs Evans 

Emlyn 

F. 

Rev. Dr. Fothergill 
Fothergill 
Rev. Mr. Francis 
Mr. Fewen, M. D. 
Lie .1 orreft 
Lady Feetherftonc 



Lady Fitzwilliam 
Lady of Dr. Fothergill 
Mr. Fergiifon 

Ford 

Fifher 

French 

Fofter 
Mrs. Frederick 

Fletcher 

Foydcn 

Field 

Fofler 

Fellows 

Fergufon 
Mifs Fifher 
- Fuller 

Fuller 



Lord Gray 
Admiral Gayton 
Rev. Mr. Gwynne 
Lady Gibbons 
Glynn 
Gerard 
Mr.Gueft 

Godman 

Gilbert 

Gell 

Grees 

Gibfon 

Grove 

De Guiffardiere 
Mrs, Gwillam 



Mrs: 



U B S C R I B E R a» 



Mrs. Gifford ; 


Mr. Hicks 


Geering ; 


Hull 


Griffers j 


Hawkins 


Grover ; 


Haydon 


MifsGrinnwood ; 


Hollis 


Gibbs ; 


Hayward 


Grace ! 


Hopkins 


Godden ; 


, Harcourt 


H. 


Hillman 


Mrs.Higgon 
Hardwick 


Dr. Hobbs 


Rev. Mr. Hutchinfim 


Hague 


Hopkins " 


I Hope 


Hudfon 


Houldy 


Humfrays • 


Hollier 


Kwd ; 


Heath 


ITarper 


Haines 


Heath I 


Heming 


Hodgfon ! 


Hubberfby 


Capfc.HiE . j 


Hook 


Holtein 


Hefiner 


Mr. Hoper 


Hughs 


Hafan 


Harris 


Halfey ■ 


Hallam 


Humphrey 


Haydock 


Heap' 


Haynes 


Hornet 


• Hamond. . 


Hackman 


Hare 


Hurft 


Mifs Hofkins 


Haliet 


Heath 


Hack. 


Hobby 
Herdworth 


Hayward 


Hodgfon' 


Hawkins 


Hofkin. 


1 k Hammond 



Mils 



SUBSCRIBERS. 



Mifs Hammond 
Hart 
Hoade 
Hornett 
Harwood- 
Hugford 
Houldy 

I. J. 

Mr. Irifli 

Rev. Mr. Jamefon 
Jackfon 
Jenkins- 
Jones* 
Lady Johnftohe 
Mr. Jones 
Jouning 
* Johnfton ' 
Jones i • 
Mrs.Johnfon 
Johnfon ] 

J a gg cr 
Jervais 

Jennings 

Mifs Jones 

Jones 

Jones 

Jones 

Jones 

K. 

Rev. Mr. Kidley 
Mr. Knott 
Mrs. Kemp* 



Mrs. King 
Kennett 
King 

Mifs Kidd 
Kemp 
Kent 
Keeale 



Bifhop of London 
Lord Lifle 
Hon. Mr. Legge 
Hon. Mr. Littleton 
Rev. Dr. Long 
Rev. Mr. Lightfoot 
Lloyd 
Lowry 
Lane 

Lloyd, efq^ 
Countefs of Lincoln 
Lady Caroline Leigh 
Langdale 
Lifle 
Mr. Lane 

Lane, jun: 
Lidbetter 
Lamport 
Lee 
Linfur 
Lloyd 
Lempiere , 
Luxmore 
Lillat 
Mrs.Luxibrd 

Mrs, 



SUBSCRIBERS, 



Mrs. Lind ; 


Mr.MighiU 


Lane ■ 


Michell 


Mifs Leach ■ 


Marriott 


Lambert ; 


Morgan 
Mackafon 


Lawrence 


Lucas. ^ ; 


Merer 


M ' 


Mapletofe 


Ivl. I 


Mayor 


Admiral Montague ! 


Mifs Martin 


Dr. Mortimer 


Moor 


Rev. Mr. Morgan 


I Martin 


Michell 


1 Mouer 


Middleton 


I Mills. 


T. H. Merrick, efq. 


: N - 


M. Morgan, efq. 


J. Morgan, efq. 


Earl of Northrngton 


G. Morgan, efq. 


Hon. Frederick North 


Lady Mannock 


Rev. Dr. Nowell 


Mackenzie 


Countefs Dowager o 


Mr. Mather 


Northampton 
| Hon. Mrs. Napier 


Middleton . 


Margeffon . 


; Rev. Mr. Nicholfon 


Murray 


; Mr. Newton 


Michell 


; Nutt 


Madgwick 


J Nugent 


Marner 


; .Mrs.Newland 


Mann 


J Norris 


Med win 


I Newland 


Murrell 




Morris 


: ° # 


Morris, jun. 


! Admiral Sir. C. Ogle 
| Rev. Dr. Oglander 


Mrs. Maxey 


Mufto 


! Lord Onflow 


Milton 


Mrs. Owen 



Mrs. 



SUBSCRIBERS. 



Mrs.Ormfby 


; Mrs.Pricft 


P 


; Payne 


m ^ • 


; Mifs Prichard 


General Parflow 


; Palmer 


Sir F. Poole 


\ Pierce 


R. Phillips, efq. 


I Patrick 


T. Prichard, efq. 


! Packham 


T. Prichard, jun. efq; 


Pine 


J. Paythem, efq. 


Paylin 


Countefs of Portmore 


\ Price 


Lady Parker 


! Porter. 


Mr. Philpotts 


i . <2- 


Price 


T. Price 


Mrs. Quartock 


Palmer 


Quenncll 


Pruet 


1 R- 


Pierpont 


Pettit 


Sir Richard Reynell 


Pitt 


Rev. Dr. Randolph 


Peers 


Rev. Mr. Rideout 


Perkins 


Rutherford 


Mrs. Powell 


Roberts 


Panter 


| Lady Rivers 


Pace 


; Ravcnfworth 


Pierfon 


\ Mr. Roberts 


Peerman 


J Ricketts 


Painblane 


; Reeve 


Palmer 


Roe 


Plumer ' 


Reynolds 


Pitt : 


Rhodes 


Partridge \ 


Rickman 


Mrs.Pellatt : 


Reynolds 


Plomer J 


Roberts 


Pope 


Ravenfhaw 




Mrs 



SUBSCRIBERS. 



Mrs. Roberts - 


; Mr. Sayers , 


Rufleli 


; . Smart 


Rochfort 


\ Shambrook 


Righton 


] * Seeker 


Rottoh 


[ . Savage 


Roach 


I ' Sayer 


Round 


! Stevenfon 


Ramfbottom 


; Stevens 


Roberts 


I Mrs. Saunders 


MifsRichardibn 


! Stock 


Ready 


I Selwyn 


Rpbinfon 


' • Steele 


S v. 


• Sanden 


' • Staunton 


Rev. Mr. Stock 


» Smith 


Smith 


| Smart 


Sharps 


I Sleter 


Stevcnfon 


• Sawyer 


Lady Sidney 


Stables 


Stephens 


Scott 


Mary Stanley 


: : Selb y 


Ifabella Stanley 


Shrimpton 


Mr. Searle 


; Stratton 


Stephens 


j : Shergold 


Sanden 


Scott 


Seagrave ; 


Mifs Savag« 


Sandham | 


Slotc " 


Summers ; 


J, Smith 


Sadler J 


Smith 


Smart : 


Strad 


Smith J 


Sandby 


Sergifon : 


Steevens 


Shuttleworth J 


Sutton 


Simon ». 


Smith 



B 



T. 



SUBS CRIBERS. 



T. 

Hon. Mr. Thymic 
Hon. & Rev. Dr Tracey 
Rev. Mr. Tireman 
Lady Elizabeth Worfley 

Tweedale 

Tracey 
Mr. Turner 

Thomas 

Tippon 

Tripp 

Turner 

Taylor 

Thornton 

Tuppen 

Turner 

Tinfon 

Trafh 

Thomas 
Mrs. Trew 

Turner 
Mifs Teafdale 

Turner 

Taylor 

U. V; 

Mrs. Upton 
Mifs Upton 
Mr. Van fiit ert 

Veggull 
Mrs. Vanuttert 

Vcre 
Mifs Vadc 



W. 

Bifhop of W inchcllcr 
Hon. Mr. Windibr 
Sir hdw. Wilmot, Bart. 
Rev. Mr. \V arton 
Vv initon 
W llliams 
P. Watkin;, eiq. 
W. \v iikin^ eiq. 
H.Williams, efq. 
P. Weftfaling, efq; 
Lady W illiams 

' Wilmot 
Lady of Rev. Dr. Wc- 

therell 
Mr. Watkins 

Weale 

Woodi field 

White 

W intle 

"W afhbourn 

"Woods 

Watfon 

Waflier 

Walter 

Wood 

Whicheld 

Whapbam 

Waller 

Wells 

Walduck 

Vv'orthoufe 
Mrs.Wcftfaling 

Mrs. 



SUBSCRIBERS. 



Mrs, Woods 
Waytc 
Wakeham 
Welbank 
Walker 
Wells 
Wallace 
Wealland 

Mils Woodhoufe 
Welch 



Mifs Williams 
Wilkinfon 
H. Winford 
, S. Winford 

Y. 

T. Young, efq. ' 
Mr. Young 
Young 
Mrs. Young. 



f*f" It is hoped no offence will be taken by any of 
the Subfcribers, fhould any of their names be im- 
properly fpelt, or their titles of diftin£bion omit- 
ted, as the Author had not the honour of know- 
ing many of them. 




ERRATA. 

In die Addrcfs to the Subfcribers, L 4, for female, tt&& 

grateful. 

Same page, laft reference, for poet* read poem* 

P3gc Line. 

21 j *5? for hear, t . here* 

2 4> 1 3> * or arts > t. hearts, 

39, 3, for from, r. for. 

42, 9, for hearts, r. heart. 

41 1 2, for grate, t. great. 

47, 10, for another, r. another*** 

52, 4, forrcgin, r. reign. 

66, 2, for nor, r. no. 

94, 8, for his, r. is. 

112, 6, for — for death, t . for of death* 

114, 6, for not annihilated, read annihilated* 
127, 8, for herd, r. heard* 

1 29, 4, for he, r. her. 

*3 2 9 6 9 r. and injuries with icindnefs pay* 

1 45> 7> ^ or whofe zealous, r. whom zealots* 

155, 14, for darling, r. darling^ * 

156, n, for humble, r. virtuous. 
163, 12, for prevention, r. precaution. 
163, 15, for if any one, r. if one*' 

The above errors of the prefs the reader is deTired to 
rectify previous to perufing the work, otherwifc the 
fenfe thereof will be much interrupted* 

Several of the Subfcribers names came too late for 
infertion* 



.v.. I . » - •)■ 

T Hi' 



c : ;;.o::^; i ?rV.^3,-.T. .$• 



i HE Author's jPlfau, ■ -r»- -?*.*-. '*■• * 
. On tove wd Wine^ ? -r- -r- **• j 
On the P^rtiiig of th* Wk B - - - - sV of ' 

Winchefler, with Mivihd Mrs. G - - - n, 8 
To a young Gentleman, who prefented the 
Author with a Poem in Commendation of 
' her Singing, — — — _ — . *— — jo 
Extempore on Mifs Organ, — - — . -— 13 
The Woman's Ornarpent, . — — — -?- }$ 
Credulia's Complaint, — — .— — 19 

On 



CONTENTS. 

Grt the Mirriage of a Lady, to whom the 
Author was Bride Maid, — — — 23 

From Eufebia to Fidelio, — — — 26 

On the Marriage of. Capt. A - - - - to Mifs 
R , _ _ _ _ — a 9 

On the Df ath. of Mrs. Maybeny of Brecon, 
"who died fuddenly; in thd Ab fence of John 
Mayberry, Efq. — — — — — 34 

On* the Departure : 8f *a ,4 fb*ii\ti from the Au- 
thor, — . — — — — — 39 

To r Friend, oir going to Itcheri, — — 42 

A Poem occafioned by a Lady doubting whe- 
ther the Author compofed: an Elegy, to 
which her Name is affixed, — — — 46 

On the Death of an only Child, written by 
Defire of the Mother, — — — 49 

.Poem for Children, on Cruelty, &c. - — 51 

On the Death of Mrs. Blake, — — — 53 

On building Caftles, — — — — ^6 

On viewing the Portrait of Mr. T. W. — 60 

On 



C v O N T E N T S. 

Page. 
On hearing the Rev. Mr. R - - - d read the 

Mot ning Service, — — — — - €2 

The Garland. — — - — — — 67 
On reading Stella's Account of human Fricnd- 
fhip, — — — — — ■— jb 

On the* Death of the Rev. Mr. W. ~ - 74 
Alcidor — — — — — — 81 

On the firft general Faft after the Commence- 
ment of the late War, — — — — 85- / 

Lines compofed inflantaneoufly, at the -JRe- 

queft of a Company of gay Ladies, - "-4- 88 
To Solitude, — — — - — — 90 
On profane Curfing and Swearing, " — — 94 
On Winter. Written in Winter, — — gy 
Epitaph on a young Man, who died three 

Days after he was married, — — . — 104 

Another on a young Lady, — ~ _ — . %og 

Another on an amiable Wife, — — -^_ io^ 

On hearing the Tolling of a Bell in a very 

unhealthy Spring, — — — — — 106 

On 



CONTENTS, 

Page. 
Hymn on Confecration, at Opening of the 

;Chipels in Brecon, Worcefler, &c. — — 116 

On hearing the Rev. .Mr. B.. — — -*- 118- 

On Retirement, — — — — — 127 

Ob Ingratitude, — — — — — » 13 1 

An Hymn for a Child who has loft, its Father 
and Mother, — — — — — — -133 

On the Death of the Author's Mother, - 13^ 

Birth-Day Reflexion, — — — -> — ., — 139 
Love the Eflence of Religion, -^ — 144 

Qn the Prevalence of Sin, — — . *- 146 

Eiegy on a maiden Name, ■ — — — —*- J49 

I^ines written before the Birth of a Child, — 151 

The Author's Addrefs to her Child, — — 1^3 

Advice, if a Son, — — — — 160 

Advice; if a daughter, -*-' — — . -l.' 162 

' * The Letter, .' — — - ■' - — ^ 

Lines fent to a Lady on her BirthyDay, - — 167* 
Epigram. What is the great Bi effing on Earth, 168 
To Sylvii, penfive, — — — — *. — 169 
The dyrngChrifttan's Refrgnation, • — . -— 171 



( 1 ) 



OEM 



VARIOUS OCCASIONS. 

Hi ~1» Zk£ ^£^l£M£ il£ 51^ ii£ ^£ 5i£ 5l£ jif ^£ ^* ii£ 5|S 
*f% .*T\ *T% 'Tw «m». ^T» «•". <T% ^T% •"% /Y\»*T\ ' IvTw ^ ^ ?T% 

A U T H O U r ^' PL E A. 
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W HO, with a Critic's eye! ihis book 
rufcsoe*, • 

Dete&s perhips, a thoufand faulty and more, 
Impartially the Author's plea muflt hear, 
And then perhaps will ceafe to oe fcvere. 

B When 



2 P 6 *E M S. 

When reafon firft adorn'd my infant mind. 
. T^booki^tt^^y toy heaj* 'inclined, , ' 
And as my years advanc'd, the paffion 

And fair ideas round my fancy flew. 

The Mufes feem'd tb court me for their 

■' ;- o FfiPk : : : . ? - , v 

. But Fortune would not to their fuit attend; 
She underftood who proper fubjefts were, 
To hold a converfe with thefe airy fair, 
Muf| be-pofljefs'd^at leaf^f independence^' 
That to the Mufes they may give atten- 



•MPWr .-<^».»*W 



dance 

By bp9ks and fyudy, fru&ify the ipin^ j* 
And lead the genius where it was inclin'd, 
The inaufpicious Dame deny'd that 1^ 
Should tjius, wjiere Nature's felf inclin'd, 

'. ?&fy\.. •• :.." : ;.•...:■:, "• 

For 



P X) E M S. .. . 3 : 

For (he perceiy'd, 1 did thelMufelbefi-feild^ 
And ccmld myidays mctmtempUtio^fpk^di^ 
Yet fo cohtra&ed* 'rirtrtttirfcrib'd qny » ftfce, '*.''" 
I paused — * if to difcard thfc tun*fol r Nine. 

■. v^i, I ':>r C m - . :::. • 
Now duty calls my thought? ? fo$$^Pte&v$i • 1 
Juftice enjoins; 1 niuft herjcal^pbej. 
So, when the Mufesxonw ,0% aaxiqu^ wmg, 
Some pleafing fubje& to my .fancyjbriiig, 
I bid tljein ifly where pea9pfyJJ?ifu4$ rells, . ■ ' ) 
*Tis vain in me to epter^ain fuchgu$fts. 

They oft affe£t a deaf n^ $fffyr more n^r^ 

Declare ths£ they can tio repulfes bear, ; ; , , • 
Demand ^bmttapce, vo]v ( f hey are jpclin'd ,,, t 
To itay, tfll they fmp^nt^.pn m# rapid,. . \ _, r \ 
Sometimes they are-lefc boldi. mpre fluly 

come, .. , 

And with indiff 'rence ,a£k if i'.pi^ fyqwx. r f - ; 
B 2 If 



4 POEMS. 

If duty will admiQ I- aflc them in* 
Wh^fome engaging converfe they begin ; 
But ere, perhaps, the cony erfation's. o'er, 
Duty commands that we conyerfe no-more : 
Now Duty's call, I never muft refufe, 
I rife^**nd«whh a figh myfelf excufe; J 

Tell them LmUflf withdraw a while, and when 1 
Duty admits - 'I ■will 1 'retum^again^ 
Sometime*,' tiHT- return; they deign to flay; 
Sometimes ihity tafce - offence, and fly away,' 
And never bn that fubjeft vifit more, ■*'■" •■ { 
But bid jne pate's contua&ed hand deplore. — 
Thus what* thte : Author to the world prefents, 
Appears <hr6ugh : numberkfs impediments j 
And whattiF^ftifei brdf difpraife, ybu'view, 
To Nature and the Mufe'is wholly due ; 
This, Ihe prefumes, will candid minds fuffice,. 
And for **if , 4a&- r adFea ^olbgife. 
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LOVE and WIN E: 

Y* A. I T X B if ." iB.|Y ..- \ /. 

Defire of P. G. ^'^^^a^u: 1 



OME, defcend ye gen^^e Nine ! 
Be Cupid too and Venijs r there.;. . 

When I fing of Lovt aha .^yine r 

•r }:?'. «'»;"/£ ..jc /'•'. .13 1, ::■..'-: " 
[ Let Bacchus to my fong repair. 

} \ '.:; ■. ,i/" -.; nor:* i:\ " • . 

[ Love* of ev'ry theme the heft;. 

t ;ii-;:- ., ." .-• ■ ■ -r ■■■: • 

Where this celeftial paffion reigns; 



i 

Hymen'i 
.■■•V* B j Love 



Oh ! the houfe % the hearty fyw tyefL r 
Soft taken bands are Hymen's chains I 
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Lore wiB crlgr find* conceal*. 

With kindneft each defed pat odr; ; 
Generoofly each good jaeveal, 

And the minuted grace explore. 

Thofc who wed for nought bat gold, 
As wel) may 'marble rocks unke^ 

III their flinty cliffs enfold, 

And know Love's rapt'rous foft delight. 

But when hands in wedlock join, , 

And their twin'd hearts vmU in Love ; 

Pfeace is their's > and joys divine* 
Next to *bofo which reign above, 

... m ;r- 

And fttould tnorc aufpicious fate - 
Beftow another bluffing ftill ; . 

Deign our. comforts to complete ■ 

Qfer hoards with wine and plenty 4U r : 



Wine 



p o e m s: r 

Wine will cheep the knguid hearty v . :r 
And Love' each , angry thoughtcoritroul; 

AH that Nature afks, import* . 
And fill with paradife the foul- . 




wun»T:T«rtftr;- 



b:* ) «, 




wrixtK* fi V: t d e 



D E S I R E of the Mifs B - - - S. 

Of WINCHESTER, 

ON THEIR 

FARTING WITH Mfc. AND MRS, G Nv 



Xj^H T gloomy,, maufptckms day,. 
Which tears our charming friends away, 
Which bids us from oixt G~*-n part, 
And fiamps their abfence on our heart! 
Let clouds and darknefs veil the iky,. 
And tears defcend from ev'ry eye. 

Adieu,, ye lovely happy pair, 
Wh» alFtiie r ftfcial comforts fhare; 



Lore 



• P O E M v & 

I-ove, joy, and calfli tranquillity* 
Compofe your bleft fociety, ' ■ ~ -* -'<* 

With you what happy hours we've fpent,, 
Inpleafurc, mirth, ^ancT fwe$ticotit£i}*i v 
Alas! thofe pleafing days are a'e& . 
And.yo\* tfo $ — --s blefs no more. 

But<aBfence flball not damp our flame, 
Freindfhip's pure lamp fibaUb«rn the fame; 
And^hilevSre have an^ar, to hear, ; ;r •: 
The name of G-— n Ihall be dear* 



r r. : . ■ 



.'< 



TO 



( to ) ■ 



T O 



YOUNG GENTLEMAN 

WHO *fct SENT Si] Til* 

A U T H 0* \fr I t tt A FOE ifr, 
IN COMMENDATION OF HER SINGING* 

believe,, . . 
Were not your fex too fubje£i to deceive, 
I, like a credulous, unthinking maid, 
Might be to thoughts of vanity betray'd ; 
But, confcious my dull pipe rio merit claims* 

• T 

My foul,, like a ftern oalfc unmov'd remains. 
Where I affur'd that whit thoCe lines impart 
Was quite the genuine language of your heart, 

It 
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It furely would iemtyrtftrate a dfefeflb; ' ' 
Which in my frietod I wi(h nbt to detfefl. 

Your fenfeind judgment 'twould at once 

decry, 
And prove ypu praife jrou know aot what 

. npr, why. . . .':■',,' 

But I efteem your fenfe and penetratipo, 

And thus .conclude, from that confideration, 

That all th' encomiums you on me beftpw, 

I to yptuj fkill; in irony muft owe ; ' 

Youjcfex ajoegmte proficients in. this fchool, 

And may elate the vain, unwary fooL , 

While I good-nature in my friend admire ; « 
While grace and perfpicuity confpire 
To make him all a parent can defire, 
Yet would I fay, as to the friend I love, 
(JpQT nqnf fo good, but he may ftill improve. 

Would 
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Would.you be thought a,pleafing, hopeful- 

youth, . 
Let all you write or fpeak be -grac'H with v 

truth. 
Truth with' refpleiiderit Imftre (hews her face, 
While falfhood fkulks, and finks in black 

r difgrace; 
As you advance in years, in virtue grow, 
So (hall you her tranfcendant bleffings know. 
Virtue and Wifdom are entwined friends ; * " 
Who Virtue gains, true Wifdom appre- : 

hends ; . ' ■ J ' ' 

Heav'n guards his feet, and peace his 

ft eps attends. 



s r o k e; n 



t '3 )" 



vj i "J." ..',»j Ju.l -*..,j t * fi't./^iL. . 



7%l 

SPOKEN £XT£MPQRE . , 

To a YOUNO LA0Y;^' 
Whofe Name was ORGAN, 

O N ^H E R 

Return Home after a few Months Abfence. 



w, 



HEN tunefuraaftraments appear, 
They indicate fome pleafure near, 
And if an Organ we behold,. 
It doth a facred theme unfold ; 
It's one, it's chief, it's grand defign* 
Is to break forth in fongs divine. 

C Welcome 
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Welcome > fair inftrument of praife, 
Thy prefence fhall our fpirits raife; 
And that thou art preferv'd from ill f 
Art an unbelmifh'd Organ ftill, 
That ev'ry pipe's in tune* rejoice, 
And we'll accord in heart and voice* 






THE 



( 15 > 



T H £ 



W Q M AN ' s 

ORNAMENT. 



YLVIA, as you defcend from line to line, 

1 know your judgment will concur with mine. 
Should paffion with your better thoughts con- 
tend, 

In Reafon's empire I've infur'd a friend. 
While I attempt, tho' in a feeble ftrain, 
My fexes brighteft ornament t' explain. 

? ' Ci It 



i 
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It centers not in yon' unthinking lafs, 
Vfho mutters h^Jf ter moments £t th£ giafs. 
That well dreft cap, or better frizzled head, 
With Ticheft pearls and tow'ring plumes o'er- 

fgread f . . ~ . ^ 

That lovely eafy fhape, or graceful air/ 
Which at the bajl ecjipfes a}l t^e fair; 
That Angel's face, whofe beauteous hues difc 

clofe, 
The frjowy lilly, or the blufhing rofe ; 
With iv'ry teeth, or more bewitching eyes, 
Before whofe luftre ev'ry brilliant dies ; 
With voice harmonious,' or enchanting tongue. 
With pointed wit, or elocution hung; 
With thefe, O Sylvia ! you may be replete, 
Yet "want the pearl which makes you truly 

great. • ~ 

But 
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1 1 • . 

But can you boaft of wealth and ftore of 
* 'gold? ' 
In you, fome fordid minds the gem behold; 
Poffeft of this, you'll meet each fwain's re- 

fpeft, 
It ftrangely turns to beauty each defeft, 
Makes prudence, virtue, fenfe, and merit 

flow, 
From ground "where folly, vice, and malice 

grow. 
But one efteerii'd the wifeft of the wife, 
Beheld our fexes worth with other eyes, 
And her pronounces,' of the pearl poffeft, 
Who's with a meek and quiet fpirit bleft, 
Whofe foul retains found judgment, folid 

fenfe, 
And virtue, with religion's noble fence ; 

C 3 Au 
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An humble, generous, free, exalted mind, 
From all the groffer fentiments jrefin'd ; 
An heart fincere, fedate,- — not apt to roam, 
A mind dQmeftic, ever bed at home.. 
Be this my lot, my noble portion this, 
And lo ! . I afk for no fuperior blifs. 




chdulia's 



C R E B U L IA's 

G O M PL A IN X 



r ' 'il 



XjlBJ why thefe tears, — this rifihg figh, 

Thefe fof t impreflions yet ; J ^ 
Cannot fuch matchlefs perfidy 
Compel me to foiget ? 

Ye rural walks, ye verdant meads, 

Ye folitary bowers, 
Beneath your fof t alluring lhades. 

I've tiird unnumb^r'd hours. 



From 
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From you alone I feek redrefs, 

Perfidio's vow$rec)atl; -«.* 
Perhaps you'll pity my diftrefs, 
'ForyouJiave heard them all. 

Ah! with whit tfears did he invoke, 

What fighs my love implore, 
A tjloufand tender things ne fpoke, 

And look'd a thoufand more. 

Long did he feek C* edit lia's heart, 
Ere (he that heart could givcj . 

Till Cupid fhiot that fatal dart, 
Which bade Perfidio live. 

Now words were wanting to exprefs 

The ttanfports of his foul, 
He hop'd no more, — mull die with lefs > 

Her will fhould his controul. 

Still 



Still more as with her .convert fclefL- 

. :-■■ . ;::. :. .vr c :rroi :t /.:. 

The gentle flame increased • r . 

'Twas Paradife within Ih$ breaft, , , 

When her his arms embraced. .. „ 

And fhould Ihe ever prove unkind, 

Or with another wed ; 
He'd never change his ftedfaft mind, 

But join the peaceful dead. 

I heard nor did the fraud deteft, 
The trcach'roi^s fyain believ'd, 

Nor once did my weakJbeart fufpeft, 
I e'er ihould be deceiv'd. 

But fuch I was ; — Yet ftill the tear 

Unwilling fills my eye, 
And ftill I find his Image hear. 

And ftill I heave a figh. 



But 
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But rife, my foul, with juft difdain, 
Difcard the guilty youth, 

Nor let hini give thy bofom pain, 
Who flies the path pf truth. 



ftZ tt +K 
?7* 



O N 



( *3 ) 



OK THE 

MARR I AGE of a LADY. 

To whom the Author was Bride- Maid. 

.XjLS the light bark on the tempeftuous fea > 

Tofs'd to and fro,, from dangers never free ; 
Difmay'd with fear* and mdv'd with ev'ry 

Waft, 
Till in a port her anchor's firmly caff; 
So oft is mov'd Man's flu&uating mind a 
Till it in wedlock a fafe harbour find ; 

Here 
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Here, if the Soul meets but her deftin'd 

Her joys are full, her happinefs compleat. 

Be this your happy lot,, my lovely friend,. 

Wfcdfci Aiip&al "rife* I tfaii glad Aicnri *&eSk#«' 

Whofe humble,, gentle mind for peace wa* 

Born*. 

Whom virtue, love, and innocence adorn. 

■-■■•■»- , -ii.\i.iJ..:. v_. . 

Celeftial graces dignify thy foul, 

While pure religion all thy ways.cantroul. 

Thefe noble virtues, which in thee abound, 

Are haply in thy lov d Philander found. 

His heart fincere, his temper foft and nma,r 



Nor torn by anger, nor with art begtul d. 

; vrj /.fi-iif a .•^:iifi:ivn.jvicr/i ui jjlI 
Such gentle arts aloqe fliould join thfeir hands,. 

And find that Hymens chains are filken 

< J'UJI .v'^. • .:}• • / ^ ■ »»i I" - - ill 

bands. 



Their 



s-5 " > o i & s. 

Tfreir efnuI&tionVnoF tvhditrf eign Tupreme, 
But 4*i&mi%ve i tti* M^fti— ^ moft^rene, 
"R^Aidte'ftdtti vanity 1 and wordfy'toys, f 
EactiTee&S with- each for more fubtlantial joys. 
Tranquillity Ihall in their borders dwell, 
Nor difcord once approach their peacefull cell, 
But mutually each 1 other's grief they 11 bear, 
As mutually each other's joys will fhare. 

Thusy my lov'd friend, may you for ever 

The foft delight of harmony and love ; 
May ev 'iy blofi w ig^w CT H dfk uf Heav n > 
To conflitute your happinefs be giv'n ; rr 
* "# W&'n-tettBtii, <wi& j^yWeivW'Me 1 ^ 

prize, c ' ' 

H>-H«i^ta ; iwitltolcfr;/as be ft whit H&v'n 

denies. 
^ D Thus 
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Thus fweetly may you pafs your future life, 
Nor once repent that you became a wife ; 
That you declin'd the pleafing name of B — m h 
And that alone preferr'd of H — rag— nu 



S 5f\ *T% A\ W *•!* TO ••¥%**'. ••*. *V. *t: .**. •>*. ••¥% & Pfe 



FROM 

EUSEBIAto FIDELIO. 



E 



iRE you x Fibelio, thefe foft lines fihall 
view > 
Wc fhall have fpoke that painful ward. 
Adieu! 

I 
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I know the anguifh of your faithful heart, 
I know you thought it more than death to part ; 
But now 'tis done ; — The dreaded trial's o'er, 
Your lov'd Euseii a you behold no more. 
No more on willing feet together walk, 
Or of our joys; or oFour forrows talk ; 
When each, as to a friend firicere and kind, 
Difclos'd the fond emotions of the 'mind. 
Days, weeks, and months mull in fucceffion 

-glide, 
Ere you, again, will join Eusebia's fide. 
O'er hills and dales fhe takes her diftant flight ; 
And mountain tops obfcure her from your 

fight; 
Long^ lanes, and fields, and meadows cloath'd 

in green, 
And many a weary ftep, lies now between, 
D 2 Perhaps 



/ 
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Perhaps, : ere,thJLS, & tear bedews your ey<e, 
And your fad bofopi heaves a tei^der %h^ 
But fpare YQur tea^s, of, this your heart aJttupe # 
Mine eyes enpugh for you and Ipfo^re* ; 
So let no doubts; your conftant heart) aflail, 
For none,bi4t you, Fj^jeljo* fhall pr^vapl. * 
Shou'd Heay'n^adyaiice -fne to tl>e ^ig^ft/ 

ft.,!.,:- >;,..■-* .■ > .^t-'r .; 

You cmly are, aad ever fhall fre dea*. ,. 
That genrous heart, which fought nj#,jjpld, 

but me, r • :• • •; -K, i « ' 

ShalJ meet i^s^ual, iipbl^ gdnfj-^u, iffjr*. *o 
If fortune fmihjs I may^agstm rfetun?*. . . r , / 
And bid my juft Fidelio ceafe to ijiour». 
Our conftant, hearts, # our rwiUii^g hwfe [flull 

join, s . ; 

Thy lov'd Eu s e b i a .fhall.Jbs . .wholly, thine*; * 

But 



% 
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But if on earth we ne'er (hall meet again, 
In this affli&ive worid of grief and pain ; 
If Heav'n, all-wife, eretts my -nuptial bed, 
Within the peacefull regions of the dead, 
I hope to meet you in that world above, 
Where it will be adjudg'd no crime to love ; 
Where fortune cannot frown, nor friends 

difmay, 
But all be joy through one eternal day, 

O N T H E 

MARRIAGE of Cap t A— 

.ToMifsR . , . ■ 



J^.E Nymphs of Helicon, attend my lyre, 
While^all the feather'd Chorifters confpire, 

D 3 In 
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In notes celeftial to falutg the, -mora, 
When Sylvia dqth thp nuptial rijtes pdqirn. 
See Cupids^.. Sylphs, and . Goddeflgs defcend; 
Venus andall her gentle, trwp. attend^ 
While ev'ry fra^aqt flow'r appears in blqqzp, 
And piii^ds^nolt penfipe di4E$>at$ itlneir gjoo^ . 

And each congratulates the happy pair*. 
The happy pai^r who lock'din. Hymen's ba#ds, 
United hearts, ere they united hands. 

Orenzo's heart ? to martial fields enur'd, 

Who all^the hoftile afts of /w^r enduf'd^ ., - 

One tender look from Sylvia quite di farms ; 

But where's the bofoln can withftand (uch 

charms ? 

When beauty, grace, and innocence conibjii'd,- 

T inlpice the.fouk and captivate the niin'iL . 

Who 
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Who proof remains, gainft cannops,. balls, 

and fire. 
May by one glance from Sylvia's pyes ex- 
pire. 
Thole lovely eyes emitted fuch a dart, 
As made a cdnqueft of Orenzo's hearty 
A noble conqueft, worthy of. the fair, 
Who in his future joys and grief will fhare. 

How- bfeft^the -fwain, ' of fuch- a bride 
poffeft} i : . •<■■'«' 

Th^'nympl^ ally'd to fuch a fwain, how blefU 
LoQg may yf>uJUre # r-rCOimubiaLltfe adorn $ 
Yea, live to blefs the children yet unborn, 
Livpi^sMwi.ito Qtber emulation know, 
But who the greateft tendernefs (hall fhew ; 
And when fair Sylvia feels a Mother's care 

May Area Mother's cbnfblatiori Chare ; 

• T May 
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May ev'ry tender branch that Ihall be giv'n, 
Be fru&ify'd with all the gifts of Heav'n. 
While Sylvia, who by good example's 

taught, 
Whofe mind is by maternal wifdom fraught, 

With fuch inftru&ion, as purfu'd through 
life, 

Will grace the mother and adorn the wife. 

Fair Sylvia will, with notions moil refin'd, 

Direft their fteps, and cultivate the mind. - 

Orenzo too, with a paternal heart, 

Will all that's ufeful, kind', or good, impart. 

Thus, with each joy, and focial comfort 

Weft, 

Each morn they'll rife, and eve rettte to reft: 

» 
Should duty, loyalty, or war's alarms, . 

Demand* Or £Nzo from his Sylvia's arms, 

'With 
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With rage redoubl'd, he'll engage'the foe^ 
And fiak themfwifly dowa *o 'ft&ifes beieMr; 
Bid each the fatal confequences prove, 
Who dares detain the llero from his love. 
TJ^is cq%i£'rin^ mbfe by ^&upid th&h -fry' 

Mars, \. V. ..- . '• •> ». . 
Fly to his fair triumphant From. tjie wan; 
Find ill her virtuous arms r that fyeet repaft, 

;!' - : \ t Y ;f : ir '' * Li 

Which lawlefs libertines can never tafle; 
Her ev'ry'look Uialt joys mblime create, 
And roalfe ^|^a#f^ *tf r&slrftt-QW* , v 






" »->-u i .; .W^p^^n •' ■'•ii. r p"i f It 
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« 
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O N T H E 

• • i ; . . . . • 

Death of Mrs. MAYBERY, of 
BRECON, 

Who died fuddenly in the Abfence of John 
MayberYj Efq. 



XjLND can it be ? and-i* her fpirit fled ? 

Is dear Ophelia number'd with the dead ? 
Are all the days of her probation paft I 
And is her die unalterably call ! 
Heart piercing thought— r-flow tears from ev'ry 

eye, 
While ev'ry bofom rifes with a figh. ^ <* 

Ah! 



V 



TV**.;* 
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What goodneji, prudence,, wifdom, laid in 

dult! 
Ah! Who the greateffi Potentate cantruff! 
Wkere's he ! eould I each mortal's name 

reheaife,, . - 

Who pow'r .hath gwfd. this feitfeiMrp to 

reverfe- ,-..••• 

Obdurate King — Infatiable Death f 
Who thus a period puts to mortals breath; 
By thy rude hand no deference is paid; 
Greatnefs with indigence in dutt is laid f 
Deftraftion is eflential to thy name, 
And all thy direfijll a#s.thy pow'r proclaim. 
What hopes are fpoil'd? Wh^t near con- 
nexions broke,. 
By this- thy fudden unrelenting ftroke ? 

The 
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The life deftfoy'd, the valuable life 

Of miftrefs, filler, daughter, mother, wife* 

See her domoftics who her goodrtefe kfiew^ 
Pour forth the tribute to her merit* dfaej. 
WMle weepiiig fiftert bath ? d intedrWrewiain, 
And fighing brothers fcarce their- gn£f fuftaiiu 

While tender, aged Parents' hearts- o'erflow, 

■ • ' '■ ■.•■..*;.■:]- .; ? ■ . 
Nor joy nor reft,, nor confolation know, 
■ -..'!■•' Ji . . •■ tr I ' -j ' , -is.it w .V 
Whil g e duteous children, fent her by the Lord, 

In fruitlefs tears the mournful day Record. 

And then behold, but ahj what heart can 

-■ - . - i : ■ ■*• •:,.:." • ... «'. 

guels 

The gn6f profound, the depth of that diflrefs, 

'* t ■ ' '■ ' ' * i ' •' ? ■ * " . * )'• • *r, 
Which feiz'd at once the partner of her bed, 

When told his wife, his other felf was dead?* 

Trembling 
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Trembling- methinks, with, ey'ry thought 
asnaz'd, 

, Aftonifti'd at the meffenger he gaz'd ! 

The vital ftream congeals in ev'ry yain, L [ ; 

While fcarcely fpiri X$ % ftrength,/ or life 

remain. , *. • y 

Anxious at 6»te the whol? dread fcenc - f o 
. . know^ 

Yet dreads to hear what will increafe his woe. 

At length inform'd — delug'd in grief he lies, 

Norhopc5redrefs, but from his weeping eyes. 

II9 cajls' the friendly te$r to eafe his griefs 

J$ut theforejpiJ, nor (iei^n to give relief,. . 

Thus with an heart o'erborne, and fpiriu 
bjcoke,- 

• .Hfi femki ibeneath/th 1 -jntflje^abfe ftroke. 

He ruminates — at length the filence breaks^ 

£nd thus methinks, in penfive accents fpeaks ; 
E Alas! 
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Alas! "forme* my happier days are oer, 

I hear the voice — behold the face no more 

Of her my friend, my beft belov'd, my wife, 

The joy, fupport, and comfort of my life ; 

The tender mother of my progeny, 

The prudent miftrefs of my family ; 

How many ufeful years might fhe have fpent, 

To blefs.thofe children, which by Heaiv'n are 

lent, 

To guide their feet, inculcate filial fear, 

While ev'ry look maternal love did bear ? 

Her fenfe with prudence order'd all within 

When I, for weeks and months have afefent 
been. 

My help-mate fhe, who with fuperior grace, 
Adorn'd the miftrefs, wife, and mother's 
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Thus mourns her fpoufe, while numbers fwell 

the cry, 
Who khew her worth will not a tear deny; 
A tear of fympathy from thofe diftreft^ 
Whofe wants her friendly hand fo oft redreft. 
And 'twere but juft in thofe if in return, 
With grateful tears they wafh'd Ophelia's urn. 
Thus fh6w the noble truly gen'rous few, 

Th' unfeign'd refpeCt to their lov'd mem'ry due. 

To a Youth inclinable to gaiety at his 
departure from the Author's family. 

JL/ AYS; weeks and months are gone and 

paft, 
This morning uftiers in the laft, 
The laft, — that ever we, my friend, 
May in one habitation fpend- But 
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But ere we part, my friendly mufe 
Wou'd kindly this precaution ufe. 
You now are juft in manhood's dawi^ 
And flow'ry profpe&s deck the lawn ; 
^Veslth, pleafurc, fjrength, ',and length of 

da P> -.. • ... .,*■-. \ 

t * ..... 

With joyful hqp^ your mirid furveys. . v r 
" But let your heart receive this truth. ,1 
Ten thoufand fnares are laid for jouth; 
Ten thoufand fins, in pleafure's drefs, 

Each>yfeut& 5feiIMb* tlxeir ttWom preft.^ * 
On£ fin chills here, another there* "^ - 
And, youth, too ofL in-line aa ear, > 
The foft delufive voice to hear. J 
t .Regard then thfoimy parting braatfi,r / V * 
Thofe flow'ry pafths lead dowu to [death, 
And when yoyfaife from me -remote, . ■: ■ 

With gay companions, void: of* thought: ,;."■ 
; — . Whep 



i 
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When you fhall hear thefr torigiies profane 

The grate Jehovah's facred natne, 

And you, perhaps; with them fliall join 

To imprecate the wrath divine, 

Tho' no reproving friend is near, 

Remenbei* God hinifelf is there. 

Let recollefl;ion then relate, 

What oft you ve' heard a friend repeat, 

"Confcience fliall ev'ry trutli atteft, 

And own each admonition juft; 

She wilf a faithful diary keep, * 

Tho' oft we think fheVluU'd to fleep. 

But ahl-^fhould deatfr your foul overtake, 

You'd find the tteach'rous dame awake ; 

But this obfcure, this laft fad day, 

Youth ftiiitrs, "arid puts it far away. 

But come, or foqn, or:late that hour, 

We' know we all muft feel its pow'r. 

E 3 This 



42 -POEMS. 

This long expe&ed period's come, 
As certain that, -which feals our doom, 
Which ftabs our vitals,-r-di;aws our breads . 
And clofes up our eyes in dea^h, 
Which makes us bid the world Adieu ! 
And brings eternity to view, 
Which hails us partners, of* the Iky, 
Or bids. us down to horror fly ;. ■ . . r f»*# 
Then fhall.your hearts thqfe lines approve, 
And know that all I meant was love. 



WRITTEN ,TO A FRIEND. 

On going to 'i T.CHEN, 

About five Miles from Winchester, to fee a Country 
feat belonging to the Duke of Chandos. 

XX Friendjy party, of one mind, 

Were for a pleafiire-day inclin'd, 

Forfook 
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Torfook their beds on Thurfday mon^ 
When each their perfon did adorn 
With raiment proper for the day, 
And in high fpirits drov-e away. 
The morn did a bad <£ay portend, 
Bid fome unwelcome (how'rs defcend - . 
But fable clouds now difappear, 
And azure decks the atmofphere; / 
Phoebus expands his golden rays, 
And all the rural fweets difplays, 
And that my friend the whole may know, 
We to a place call'd Itchen go-; *• 
Where, with an honeft batchelor,- 
We meet with good and hearty cheer. 
Sincere, ingenuous, plain arid'free] 
No needlefs compliment had he. 
Each welcome, what he lik'd to chufe, . 
And each as welcome to refufe. 
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A while we after dinner fat, 

Engag d in inoffenfive chat, 

Then arm in arm, in pairs we ftalk, * 

And to his Grace's manfion walk. 

Here, each apartment we behold, 

Doth fomething of the Duke unfold, 

Magnificence decks ev ry place, 

And fpeaks tfie owner is his Grace. 

Some ancient portraits caught my eye, 

Which bid my bofom heave a figh, 

For ah ! thofe once lov.'d forms with repr 

tiles lie. " ; r .. . J 

When we had view'd the manfion o'er . 

Park, garden, fifh ponds, and much more. 

Our feebje frames bfcgin to tire, 

Ajid fome refreshment we require. 

We now approach the "humble cell, 

Wherein our ruftic friend doth dwell. ' * ; 

Here; 
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Here, fill'd with new ideas, we 
Regale us with a difb of tea. - 
Some hours yet remain unfpe;nt, 
And pleafure .was our fole intent. 
So that we may the fame incrfafe, : 
Refolv'd the chryital ftream to trace, 
Forthwith intQ a bqat we go, 
And up and down the river row, 
See the glad filhes frifk and play* 
And feem as bleJ^, andpleas'd as they.. 

Re-ent ring now our friends retreat, 
To make his bounty quite compleat, 
A pteftfiint^fyilabud wfe fiad, ; > , . 
When each may drink, wild is inclined. 

Phoebus now haftehs to the weft, l 
We think to haftcn home is bed ; 
So parting with our gen'rous friend, 
Wifhing each blifs may him attend, 



'Enter 
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Enter our carriage, drive away, 
Beftow encomiums on the day. 
None feem'd inclining to relent, 

Each had a day of pleafure fpent ; 

Thus chatting on, 'till we alight, ; — :: - c 
And bid eacft other a good night/ jf * ji Vi - - • *. 

Thankful, we all are fafe. and well, 

And that no ill has us befel ; 

Each to their dwelling go their way, 

And thus concludes our pleafure-day. 

"•! . .-, . ■ " -■>;'. 

.1 

A Poem, occafioned by ar 'lady's doubting 
whether the Author compofed an Elegy, to 
which her Name is affix'd. 

X Fj Lady B will condcfcend, 

To read thefe lines which J have psnn'd, 

Perhaps 
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'erhapsit may her doubts confute, 

Lnd (he'll, ho more my word difpute^ 

Jut own I may the Author be> 

3f what fhe did on Sunday fee. 

You'd ha£e a bafe perfidious youth* 

Such my difguft to all untruth. r 

A gen'rous mind is pever prone 

To claim a merit not her own,. 

I would difdain t' affix my name 

To that, which is another claim. 

Of beaut'ous form Heav'n made me not,. 

(Nor has foft affluence been my lot,) 

But fixM me in an humbler ftation, 

Than thofe at court in higheft fafhion, 

But there are beauties of the mind, 

Which are not to the great eonfin'd ; 

Wifdom does not er£6t her feat 
Always in palaces of ftate ; •- ' » 



Thi» 
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This bleffing Heavn drfpenfes round* 
She's fometitries in a cottage found/ 
And tho' (he is a gueft majeftic, 
May deign to dwell in a domeitrc. 

Yet, of this great celeflial gueft, 
I dare not boaft myfelf pofleft, 
But this wou'd reprefent to ybu, % ' 
As Wifom dofes,' the Mufes do, 
No def 'rence ihew to wealth or eafe, 
But pay their vifits as they pleale. 
Sometimes they deign to call on me, 
And tune my mind to poetry ; 
But ah! they're fled,, I'll' drop my pfcfi, 
Nor raifeit till they call again ^ 



( ® ) 

WRITTEN 

By Defire of a Mother on the 

fieath of an only Cliilcl? 



jl\.S with delight we view the.op'ning rofe 

Expand, and all her fragrant fweets difclofe, 
So did Materna view her lovely maid, 

In all the charms of innocence array 'd. 
Oft had her littfe all, her only child, . 
The tedious hour with pleafing chat Beguiled, ^ 
But Heav'a^all-good, ,and infinitely wife, , 

Remov'd this' darlihg idol to the ikies,' 
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Ere her young heart had been obdurd by fi% 
Or guilt, tormenting fiend, could 
therein, 

Ere (he arriy'd at yearsj;hat might deftroy,. 

By one falfe ftep, a tender mother's joy. 

Behold (he foars to yon teleftial fields, 
Where ev'ry plant aethereal odour yields ; 
With pitying eye, niethinks fhe looks below, j 
Commifferates a tender mother's woe, 
Bids her deje&ed heart from earth retire, 
And all her future thoughts to Heav'n afpire* 
Prepare, fhe cries, — prepare to meet tht 

bleft. 
And join your Sally in eternal reft 



i- ;A 



.?*" 



PGEM for CHILDREN, 

• ■ 
On* Cruelty to the Irrational Creation. 



V^/h f what a cruel wicked thing, 
For me who am a little King,* 
To give my haplefs fubje&s pain, 
And make them groan beneath my regin. 

Were I a chafer, and could fly, 
Ah ! fhould I not with anguifh cry, «p • 

Should naughty children take a pin, 
And run me through to make Hit fpin ? 

F 2 Were 

( 

♦See Psalms, viii. vi. 
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Were! a bird, took from my neft, 
Should I not think myfelf oppreft, 
If tofs'd about in wanton play, 
'Till maim'd and faint I die aWay ? 

Now, and when I'm a bigger boy. 
Let cruelty my heart annoy, 
Becaufe it is a dreadful evif, 
That only fits me for the Devil. 

If I muft ought of life deprive, 
The quickeft way I will contrive, 
To flop the trembling vi&im's breath, 
And give it little pain in death. 

Ill nqf torment a dog or cat, 

A toad, a viper; or a- ratt; 

They're form'd by an- Almighty hand, 

And fprung to life at his command. 



> 



A 
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A bull, a horfe, yea every creature, 
Of the moft mild or favage nature, 
Were kindly given for my ufe, 
But neveyjneant for my abufe. 

Good men, thy holy word attefts, 
Are kind and tender to their beads; 
May I be merciful and kind, 
That I with thee may mercy find. 



O N T H E 

Death of Mrs. BLAKE, 

Of Crockhorn, who died in a Week after being 
delivered of the fixth Child. 

VV HAT eye forbids a tear, what heart a 

: flgh? 

; Fly fome aufpicious Angel, quickly fly ! 

i F 3 - The 

i 
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The ftroke too poignant is for man to bear, 
If fome celeftial- comfort be not there.. 
How anxioufly the lov'd Eusebius ftands, 
To Heav'n in pray'r lifts up his ardent hands, 
That when the trying period (hall arrive, 
The dear A mat a be preferv'd alive. 
At length the hour advances Heav'n feem 

kind, 
And lo ! a lovely infant foon we find ; 
The dear maternal friend bids fair for life, 
The" fond Eusebius views his lovely wife, 
The living mother of a living child, 
And all the hufband all the father fmiFd; 
Joy fills his heart, love fparkles in his eyes, 
And each foreboding thought before him dies. 
His grateful heart afcends in praife to Heav'n 
Whofe goodnefs had this double blefling giv'n 

Each 
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Each Friend congratulates the happy pair, 
And wifhes in their mutual joy to Jhare. 
Life fmiles on all, no trouble feerfis t'annoy, 
But ah ! fad change — How tranfient is thq 

j°y ? 

Each heart where gladnefs fat — beneath the 

ftroke 
Sinks to defpair, and all its comfort's broke, 
Her face, which yielded pleafure and delight, 
At once turns pale and folemn as the night ; 
Gloom fpreads around, her Sun withdraws 

his rays, 
And fets in the meridian of her days, 
She meekly yields, finks from the fondeft 

arms, 
Shq dies !— and with her die a thoufand 

charms, 

Earth 
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Earth feem'd unworthy of her longer flay, 
And Heav'n receiv'd her to celeftial day ; 
There Ihe beholds the glories of her Lord, 
And all her virtues meet a full reward. 

Written by the Defire of a Lady, on 
building of Caftles. 

JjUlLDlNGof Caftles did commence, 
In days of old, for our defence, 
And ufually erefted were, 
Adjacent to the feat of war; 
Where blood and flaughter did abound, 
And drench'd with gore the thirfty ground ; 
Where powder, darts, and bullets flew , 
Nor one relenting paflion knew ; 

But 



But winging through the ftrioak atad fee. 
Made thoufands groaft, Weed, att*d ex^iifc* 

Caflles were Built firm and fecure, 
Wherein fome treafure to infure; 
With cells and caverns dark, profound, 
And walls impregnable around. 
Its direful decorations are 
The whole artillery of war; 
Cannons and mulkets, fwords and bombs, 
Hangers and fpears, and fifes and drums. 
Bullets, and every fit fupply, 
Wherewith t'attack the enemy, 

Some caflles too, of which we hear, 
Are fabricated in the air ; 
But thefe are of the mental kind, 
The fole Conftru&ion of the mind. 

We 
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We in tbefe aether c^ftles ride, 

With all the Equipage of pride, 

And in imagination rife, 

Superior monarchs of the Ikies. 

One blaft this edifice deftroys, 

Abortive are our promis'd joys* 

Our miniftry this caftle built, 

By which the blood of thoufand's fpilt; 

Fancy'd a thoufand men or two 

Could all America fubdue . 

But thrice ten thoufand crofs'd the main, 

A million's in the coriteil flain. 

Yet, ah! fell caftle, direful ill, 

American's unconquer'd ftilL 

Caftles arc an. iropcrfe& plan, 
Of that fuperior creature —Man. 



The 



v 
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The body is a cattle where, 

The moll intrinfic treafures are ; 

Well fraught with arms for man's defence 

As reafon^ recolleftion, fenfe ; . • • 

Which if we exercife aright ; 

Put all our Enemies to flight ; 

Spoil Envy with her pois'nous dart, 
And wound Refentment tp the heart; - 

Bid Difcontent and Anger fly. 

And each unruly paflion die ; 

Subdue Diftruft and black Defpair, 

And fubftitute Contentment there. 

Thus conqu'ring, we fuperior rife - 

With Ihouts of vi&'ry to the fkies* 

Where ev'ry Conqueror is bleft, 

Im Caftles of eternal reft. 

The 






THE 



Author perfonates the Mother, 

Viewing the Portrait of Mr. T. W. who was 
the» in the Eaft- Indies. 



JLjO ! here the lovely portraits feen, 

But, ah! what oceans roll between; 

What tracks of land, and deferts wild, 

Divide me from my darling child ! 

Carnage, and Death triumphant reign,. . 

Storms rife, and thunders roar in vain, . 

Nor rocks, nor racks, nor wars deter, 

The daring bold Adventurer; . - . ' 

Difdai^ing affluence, peace, and eafe^ * 

He braves the horrors of the 'feas. . 

' ' Thou* 
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Thou, Wfiofe omnifciertf eye pervades - 
*** ' ■ - ■■ » > ■•##■-. 

Celeftial heights, and claafceft fhades, 

Surveys at ooCe each point of land, 

And holds the oce#kLin thy hand, 

Preferve this brave advent'rous youth, * .'. 

And lead him to the paths of truth $ 

Still o'er his ev'ry thought prefide, 

And bid his fqul in thee confide, 

Preferve him, till each danger's o'er, 

And land him on his native Chore ; w 

Then our- exulting heart fliall raife 

A long of gratitude and praiife, / 



* 




Oft 






ON HEARING 

* f 

The Rev* Mr. R d, read the 

Morning Service, and preach in St. Tho- 
mas's Church, Winchefter. 



VV HEN plac'd within the confecrated ITle, 

In penfive folitude I fat awhile ; 

At length with all the grace that Hfcav'n m- 

fpires, 
All that folemnity the Church requires,, 
Began the facred order of the day ;. 
The Reverend R ■ ■ p did eiach ttutfc 

convey* 

With 
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With fuck an emphafis as mull impart 
A facred pleafure to each pious heart, 
With fuch a cadence he difmifs'd each claufe, 
As fhould enforce a God's eternal laws. 
Not as fome Priefts, who run o'er ev'ry 
pray'r, 
As tho' no truths or foul, or God were thirc ; 
The giddy hearer enters gay and vain, 
And unaffe&ed leaves the Church again ; 
While leffer truths deliver'd on the ftage, _ 
Or even fiftions, will each mind engage, 
Becaufe the player labours through his part. 
To claim attention, and affeft the heart. 

If in a tragic chara&er he moves, 
And treats of deaths, or difappointed loves, 
Then all the horrors confequence on death. 
Daft from his eyes, and fpeak in ev'ry "breath, 
G 2 Does 
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Does he th' affli&ed lover perfonat^, 
Then all that fofter p&flion can create, 
Solfcitude-^-love — anguifh — grief — defpair, 
*Yea ev'iy figh, and languid look is there, 
'Till each fpe&ator's eyes with tears o'erflow, 
And thus concludes this fcene of fancj^fl woe. 

But truth's eternal, facred, and divine, 
Where goodnefs, majefty, andjuftice ftiine; 
Yea truths on which our future hopes de- 
pend, 
Truths. which jhe moll exalted mind trail- 

fcend ; 
That awful tragedy in which a Got) 
Pray'd, agoniz'd, and bath'd the ground with 

blood ; 
That tragedy from which the Sun withdrew, 
Nor wou'd his crucifying Maker view ; 

That 
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at love, — ftupendous love, — furpafling 

thought, 
bich paid our ranfom, tho' fo dearly 

bought. 

efe truths fubJime the audience coldly 
hear, 

>r ever deign to drop a feeling tear ; , 

hile at the play each boTom heaves a figh, 

! in the Church unmov'd they fit,— rBut 
why? 

ie Prieft to whom the Embaffy is giv'n, 

ho is the high Ambaffador for Heay'n, 

eats facred truth with cold indifference, 

tho' 'twere»fi6Hon, or impertinence, 

Jeftial themes, that move a Seraph's lyre, 

oop on his tongue, and on his lips expire; 

hile the wife Attor aims by his adcfrefe, jf 

ch fi&ion as undoubted truth t'iinpirefs. 

G Would 
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Would thofe Divines, whom love cannot in- 
duce, 
Whofe languid hearts nor ardor can diffufe, 
( Whofe feet, perhaps, the church wou'd ne'er 

frequent, 
If not infpir'd by her emolument,) 
Would even gain inftruftion from the ftage, 
By any means their audience to engage. 
Left months and years fhould run their amplfe 

round, 
And when the Mafter comes, no fruit be ] 

• found, 
No prodigal brought home, no fin fubdu'd, , 

No Saint advanc'd in grace, nor mind re- , 
new'd 

All's barren ground, when an inceiifed God 

Will from the Prieft require his people's 
blood. 

The ! 
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The GARLAND. 



JL HE pride of ev'ry grove I chofe 1 

The vi'let fweet, and lily fair, 
The dappled pink, and blufhing rofe, 

To deck my charming Chloe's hair. 

At morn the nymph vouchfaf 'd to place 
Upon her brow the various wreath ; 

The flow'rs lefs blooming than her face, 
The fcent lefs fragrant than her breath. 

The flow'rs fhe wore along the day: 
And ev'ry nymph and fhepherd faid, 

That 
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That in her hair they look'd more gay, 
Than glowing in their native bed. 

Undreft at ev'ning, when fhe found 
Their odours Jofl;, , their colours .pall, 

She chang'd her look, and on the ground 
Her garland and her eye fhe cafh 

That eye dropt fenfe, diftinft and clear^ 
As any mufe's tongue could fpeak; 

When from it's lid a pearly tear 

Ran trickling down her beauteous cheek. 

Diffembling what I knew too well, 
My love, my life, faid I, explain 

This change of humour : Pr'ythee tell ; 
The falling tear — what does it mean ? 



She 
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Shefigh'd; fliefmird; and to the flow'rs 

Pointing, the lovely mor'lift faid, 
See, friend, in fome few fleeting hours, 
• See yonder what a changer is made* 

.Ah! rne, the blooming pride of May, 
And that of beauty are but one. 

.At morn both flourifh bright and gay, 
But fade at ev'ning pale, and gone ! 

At dawn poor Stella danc'd and fung : 
The amorous youths around her bow'tff 1 

At night her fatal knell was rung ; 
I faw, and kifs'd her in her fhroud. 

Such as flie is, who dy'd to-day* 
Such I, alas ! may be to-morrow : 

Go, Damon, bid thy mufe difplay, 
The juftice of thy Chloe's forrow. 

LINES 
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LINES WRITTEN ON READING 

STELLA'S Account of the 

Dcceitfulnefs of Human Friendflxip. 



XJlOW true the tale which Stella does re- 
late, 
Of treach'rous Love, and fubtle Friend- 
(hip's guifeJ 
A thoufand Stella's can fuch woes repeat, 
Yet triumph in the caufe that made them 
wife. 

Trom difappointment cordial pleafures fpr ing 
Suff'ring and joy unfever'd here remain : 

The 
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The rofe its thorn, the honey has its fting^ 
And ev'ry pleafure has its fifter pain. 

Yet till home-taught experience has imprefs'd,. 
The awful truth upon our bleeding heart ; 

Unmingled happinefs we think poffefs'd, 
Amidfl the glare of nature and* of art. 

But nature's foil can ne'er produce the fruit 
Which was alone for paradife defign'd : 

Pure love, in " God, in reafon ftrikes its 
•root';* 
Sincere andlafting, as it is refiri'd. 

Nor youth's Fantaftic fires, norpaffionrs flame: 
(^Imagination's wild prolific brood) 

Av'rice, Ambition, honour, wealth, or fame* 
-Nobility or titles, birth or blood. 

Not 
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Not thcfe our blifs or greatnefs can reftore : 

In consentaneous found they all agree ; 
.* We all are poor, as poverty is poor : 
u True happinefs can ne'er be found in 

mr 

Where then will Love, will facred Love refide ? 

Parent of joy, and fource of pure delight! 
Is it to dull and vanity alli'd 

Will it with fin and mifeiy unite ? 

Alas) (he will not. Heav'n with heav'n com- 
i bines ; 
Chriftian and Belial never can agree, . 
Fbr God has drawn th* infuperable lines, 

And cann't reverie his iirevers'd -decree* 

■ ■» 

Tfie courtier, ftatefman, hero, poet, fage, 
Grac'd with deep learning or loquacious wit \t 

Profound! 
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Profound in Grecian or in Latin page ; 
Train 'd up at Zeno's or Gamaliel's feet : 

JRenown'd in arms, and fam'd in councils,, 
clear, 

Sagacious, prudent, enterprifing, bold, 

Determin'd, firm, afliduotfs, fincere, 

Unaw'd by menace, and unbrib'd by gold. 

Nor founds, nor fights, nor fragrant fmells, 
jior tafte ; 

Let art and fancy, fertile nature join : 

The good alone in focial love are bleft, 

And they who know it, know it all divine. 

Let other bofoms glow with other fires, 

And bafk in fortune's or in beauty's ray : 

Be mine the joy which piety infpires, 

fi£ mine thofe charms which never will decay. 
H on. 
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O N 

The Death of the Rev. Mr.' W. 

An eminent Miniftcr of the Church of 
, England, who died in New-Erigland y Sept, 
3°> *7 7°* 



■v. 



YV HV doth all Nature wear an awful 

gloom ? . . * 

And why,, alas f exults yon diftant tomb ? 
Why doth a fable cloud the fky o'er-fpread I 

W alas ! feraphic W----'s dead Y \ - . 

The Friend, the Chriftian* thjg ' approvtt 

Divine, 
The Saint in whom the life of Go© did fhine. 

His 
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His tongue was touch'd with evangelic fire. 
And heavnly raptures did his foul infpire. 
When Forth into this World this Herald came, 
Refolv'd to propagate Immanuel's name ; 
To fet his glory forth from pole to pole, 
Were the capacious breathings of his foul. 
He loudly did the Gofpel trumpet found* 
Wmlft thoufands trembled as they flood 

*i around ; 
PreclolfSi^d the fuff'rings of a dyujg God, 
And pointing finners to his pard'ning blood, 
Enfofifd tp all the great neceffity 
Of! knowing this—* The Saviour dy'd for 

me. 
Thu^jjvas our natioli blefs'd with (Jofpel 

1 truth, 
^olata deliver'd by this chofen Youth, 

J f 7 ' H 2 Who 
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Who, with an heart inflam'd with Jesu's love, 

Caus'd God to pour his bleflings from above. 

But did this Champion — this reverend Di- 
vine 

His glorious Million to this ifle confine ? 

.No, no, his gracious Captain points his way 

Beyond the feas, and W— mufl obey; 

For in his Maker's will he did rejoice, 

Was all attention to his facred voice. 

When Jesus bade o'er raging feas fc> pafs # 

Through vaft America to found his grace, 

There, like an Herald for the bleeding *Lamb, 

He went, and did the Negroes fouls inflame. 

Shew'd Ethiopians their Redeemer nigfi, 

To cleanfe their fpotted fouls from deepeft 
dye. • 

In fuch pathetic accents mov'd his tongue, 
As rent and broke the very heart of ftotie. 

Thus 
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Thus did he found his Maker's praife abroad, 
A lab'rer in the vineyard of his God. 
But now, alas ! his labours are all o'er, 
The fields do eccho with his voice no more ; 
No more from his dear Euglifti friends he 

parts, 
No more returns to animate their hearts, 
But leaves ten thoufand thoufands to deplore 
The death of him, who lives to die no more. 
Let things inanimate his worth proclaim ! 
And fhout from fea to fea his wond'rous name ! 
O ye no&urnal luminaries tell, 
.What love for fouls did in bis bofom dwell ! 
Say, fay what nights this advocate with God 
Spent wreftling to avert th'impending rod. 
Let fair Aurora in her turn declare, . 
How he preceded her by praife and pray'r. 

H 3 Let 
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Let churches, chapels, tabernacles tell, 
~Who e'er within their walls did him excel. 
Let counties, cities, towns, and ftreets pro- 
claim^ 
How faithfully he did the truth maintain. 
Say winds and waves, how oft the Saint ye 

tofs'd, 
When he for God the great Atlantic crofs'd ? 
And let the Continent abroad begin, 
To tell what heav'nly news he there did 

bring ; 
How he explained the love of Jesu's heart, 
'Till finners with their ev'ry fin did part. 
Hell trembled when this god-like man arofe, 
And all its votaries commene'd his foes. 
Say, Prince Infernal, how inhane'd thy ire, 

When Jesus did his W 's foul infpire ; 

When 
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When like a flaming Seraph round he flew, 
Thy works, thy caufe, thy kingdom over- 
threw:? 
Say ye celeftial Angels, how ye fled, 
On willing wings, to guard hisfavour'd head. 
Say, ev'ry Saint, how did your hearts rejoice, 
When e re ye heard the found of W' s voice ; 
Well might each bofom figh, each Chriftian 

weep, 
When this feraphic Herald fell afleep. 
But could we quit thefe tenements of clay, 
And foar aloft into celeftial day. 
There faithful W. may at once be found, 
With an eternal wreath of glory crown'd, 
And (houting loud Hofannahs to that God, 
Who made him more than conqu'ror thro' his 
blood. 

May 
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May we, like him, each breath for Jesus 

fpend, 
Like W. perfevere unto the end, 
Like him, fail through this life's tempeftuous 

fea, 
Fight the good fight, and gain the vi&ory. 
That, when the laft tremendous trump (hall 

found, 
We in the wedding garment may be found ; 
With Angels, Saints, and favour'd W. meet, 
And ever worfliip at Immanuel's feet ; 
There fing the wonders of redeeming love, 
With all the blood-bought company above. 



W* 



ALCIDOR. 



( 8i ) 



A L C I D O R. 



<X HILE Monarchsin ftern tattle drove 

For proud, imperial fway, 
Dandon'd to his milder love, 
r ithin a filent, peaceful grove, 

Alcidor carelefs lay. 

>me term'd it cold, unmanly fear, 

Some nicety of fenfe, 
hat drums and trumpets could not hear, 
he fullying blafts of powder bear, 

Or with foul camps difpenfe. 

A 
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A patient martyr to their fcorn, 

And each ill-fafhion'd jell, 
The youth, who but for love was born, 
Remaind, — that it was vaft return 

To reign in Clorias breaft. 

But O, a ruffling foldier came 

In all the pomp of war ; 
The Gazettes long had fpoke his fame ; 
Now Hautboys his approach proclaim, 

And draw in crowds from far. 

Cloria among the reft would gaze, 

And as fhe ,ncarer drew, 
The man of feather and of lace 
Stop'd fhort, and with profound amaze 

Took ail her charms to view. 
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A bow, which from campaigns he brought,, 

Down to his holfters low, 
Her and the fpe&ators taught, 
That her the faireft nymph he thought 

Of all that form'd the row. 

Next day, or e'er the fun was feen, 

Or any gate unbarr'd, 
At her's, upon th' adjoining green, 
From ranks, with waving flags between,. 

Were foften'd trumpets heard. 

The noon does following treats provide 

In the pavillion's fhade, 
The neighbourhood, and all befide 
That will attend the am'rous pride* 

All welcomed with the maid. 



Poor 
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Poor Alcidor, thy hopes are crofl ! 

Go, perifh on the ground ! 
Thy fighs by ftrongeft notes are toft, 
Drove back, or in the paflage loft — 

Rich wines thy tears have drown'd. 

In women's hearts, the fofteft things 

Which nature could devife,. 
Are yet fome harfh and jarring firings, 
Which, when loud fame or profit rings* 

Will anfwer to the ncdfe. 

Poor Alcidor ! go fight, or die ! 

Let thy fond notions ceafe : 
« 

Man was not made in fhades to lie,. 
On his full blifs in eafe enjoy ; 
To live, or love in peace I 

©a 
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On the Eirft Gen e&ai, Fast 



A^T. .^ BL X.H: E. 



Qoi^encei^nt of the late War. 

V V HEN, direful judgments pour in like 

a flood, 
And fields* alas Tare drenched with human 

blood, 
Wta$;*jp{ea afiber allies praftrate lie r . 
And brother, by his brother's hand muft die, 
WhenJkingdoms feehrto rife, or empire faft 
"One great Otnnipdkeiit cawelu&a it sdH 

■: i " 1* . And 
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And thofe v have but a fuperficial fcan, . 
Who viewnb higher origin than Man. " : '" 

Tft ftill/- tafcthftllE^f'hear^JtMOVAj ciy, * 
Be ftill before your God,, and know 'tis I-! 
Tis I make peace, and I* create Hern war. 
And ride to battle in my flaming car, 
I guide the Bullet, point the glitfnng word,. 
Defeat, or conqueft, . wait "tfty awfWhword* 
But do I pleafure in deftru£Hon Jake, ■ s .' 
Or have your fins not bid the fword awake ? 
Do not a nation's fad offences call 
For national calamities to fall ? 

Great Sdv'reign Loid, we own tfcy jttdgfttehb 

And hide our guilty faces in t&e duft r ; < \\* 
Rejoice to hear a- day j» fan&tfy*d » -v.- a O 
'If implore thy aid, and humble Britain's 
pride. But 
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Butmayvr^ not m this inctirtk^f^, .- 
A^t^t^ioUrWn^ock^ry^ Gos>? 
To abftain from food, to take our prayer- 
books, *- " j • ' 

And walk to €hurefe«rfth cva»gelick'lodlb> 
To bend, the. .toee, or roQve the lipg. in 
• ..rPpyer, r „ . . . 

% If all- thp heart be not engaged there, 
Is empty, (hew, _, a poor external part, 
While God. the omnifcient God, demands the 

heart; _ ^. m . 

And fliould we fail in this grand facrifice, 
The whole wSlBelbfFenlive in his eyes, 

Defeend, qeleftial Dove, with holy fire, 
And pure devotion ev'ryfcut ihfphte. ' 
May vital pray 'r,~ exprefs'd by ardenf fighs, 

Afcend to God, and penetrate the flcies. 

* Let 



r 
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Let all the nation thus wifii faftipg turn,. 
And hearts fin«ir, th«r pad *iiui%refliotas 

mourn ; ^ ... 

Then is eternal truth engag'd tojjlefe, 
And crown our joint petitions witfriuecjefe. 

The Author being requefted 'on a~ Sunday 
Evefurig, by* a -Company of gay Ladies, lo 
write a Few Lines of To tii£ y * ifrftaniane- 
oufly/lhe accordingly prelehtedthexri with 
the following* ' 

VV-HENyou^geeJdLadite, bide txie^rite, 
My drowfy mufe : had tak<m 'flight. 
But ere (he reach'd her mofly bed, 
I gave a call, • and back flic £ed. 
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I liumbly afk'd 'her wl&t>to fay, 
UShe anfwer'd— a On a fabbath day, 
* c If you prefume to write a line, 
cc Be careful that it is divine, 
cc For know that every word and thought 
u Shall- be 'to ftri£teft judgment brought, 
** And what is now tranfa&ed here, 
cc Shall to unnumber'd worlds appear; 
When earth fliaH from her, center fly, 
*< And ftars defert the blazing Iky, 
ff When frighted fouls in vain flball call 
Ht For rocks and hills on them to fall. 
* € Then let this day and night be fpent, 
"" As in that day .yovtlll not repent." 



1 3 To 
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3^ 


^t^N^^^ 


To 


SOLITUDE 



A HOU geptle nurfe of pleafing woe ! 
To thee from crouds, and noife, and fhow, 

With eager hafte I fly ; 
Thrice welcome, friendly folitude ! 
O let no bufy foot intrude, 

Nor lift'ning ear be nigh ! 

Soft, filent, melancholy maid ! 
With thee to yon feqtiefter'd (hade, 

My penfive fteps I bend ; 
Still at the mild approach of night, 
Where Cynthia lends .her fober light, . 

Do thou my walk attend. 



To 
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To thee alone my confcious heart 
Its tender {brrow dares impart, 

And eafe my lab'ring breaft ; 
To thee I trull the riling ligh, ■ 
And bid the tear that fwells mine eye 

No longer be fupprefs'd. 

With thee, among the haunted groves, 
The lovely forc'refs fancy roves, 

O let me find her here! 
For fhe can time and fpace controul, 
And fvuft tranfport my fleeting foul , 
To all it holds moll dear I ; 

Ah no ! ye vain delufions, hence ! 
No more the hallow'd influence 
Of folitude pervert ! 

ShaD 
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Shall fancy cheat the precious hour. 
Sacred to wifdom's awful pow'r, 
And calm refle&ions part ? 

O wifdom! from the fea-beat Ihore, 
Where, Jift'ning to the folemn roar. 

Thy lov'd Eliza ftrays ; 
Vouchfafe to vifit my retreat, 
And teach my erring, trembling feet 

Thy Heav'n-prote&ed ways. 

Oh, guide me to 'the humble -cell 
Where refigttatiortJikes to dwell, 

Contentment's bow V in view; 
Nor pining grief with abfence dear, 
Nor fick fufpence, nor anxious feaf, 

ShalHhete my fteps purfiie. 



There 
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Xb&re kt my foul to4utn a%irc 
^HTBom none e'^r fought with Vain defire, 

Nor lov'd in fad ddfpair ! 
There-to-his gracious will-divine, 
My deareft, fondeft hope refign, 
t : -Andr all m^tfe^rd reft ^are/ \ 

Then peace flhall heal the wounded breaft > 
That pants to fee another blcft, 

Frofci fclfiflipaflion pme;; 
Peace, whidhwhfen human <wifh€STilje t 
Increaf ,- for^ugte ^neafehithe^fldes . ' 

Can never b$(fea>re. . •;:. 



c 



(i'. 9 4 ,) ~ 




Occafioned by hearinSppio|A2raeCa^fift^and 
Swearing at the Time of the American war. 



jLjLND can we wonder, if jhe fWowi 

Is plundg'd in Brothers blood ? 
If threat'hihg vengeance flies around "" ' '" 

From a tremendoui Cod. ' ..'..:: s - ' 

When daring firmer* thus prefume - . ; 

His anger to provoke, . ■» 

When daily with impilriity 

i 

His dread command his broke. 

What 



"i 
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What hath eternal ltnrtK&d*i'd;>«* - ^ &V. 

None guiltlefeffirfl-rttnaihi :f '*'. «-" * 
Who fwears^ifc^Hn'H^ 
<0r takes his name Wvainv' -' * 

Yet imprecftiotis*fill*o^ttneeti f 

And bold bWfjhetm^eftm? ii- : : 
; Invotf gi rtfe ^ ^frdin^bove, / ' ■ 

Their impious breath pollutes the air, 

Omnipotence defies, r 
Compels a long, forMinftg Qo d, 

In judgment to irife* N 

What! triffe with fftat&cred name, 

Whofe gqcxlnefs jgrvw us breath ! 

©r juftice fmites our feeble frame, 

And chains us down in death. * 

Will 
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Will not incenfed fctysfty 

In vengeance lift hisl^ftd; r w - 

On fuch a guilty-lagf!. 

O when will Gqoers-flwfefr^m ;$a f . . . _ 
And call forhlcgipgf>dqyfr^?j - , . j . * 

Then fhall tte jfrpijfife %ftrt\fl W$Q, r 
And laurels d<^ tfce fitpp$w • f hr A 



M( , I 
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On W I N T E R. 



Wnpte fome Time in Winter. 



T 



HE fun far fouthward bends his annual 

way, m 

The bleak north-eaft.wind lays the foreft 
bare, 

The fruit ungathered quits the naked fpray, 

And dreary winter reigns o'er earth and air. 

No mark of vegetable life is fe£n, 

No bird to bird repeats his tuneful call ; 

Save the dark leaves of fome rude ever-green, 

Save the lone red-bread on the mofs-grown 
wall. K Where 
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.Where are the fprigbtly.fcenes byjpriijgifup- 
ply'd, 

The may-flowVd hedges fcenting every 
breeze ; 
The white flpcks fcatt 'ring o'er the mountains 
fide, 

The wood-lark warbling on the blooming 
trees ? 

Where is gay fummerVfportive infett-train, 

That in green fields on painted pinions 
play'd? 

The herb at morn wide-pafturing o'er the 
plain, 
Or throng'd at noqn-tide in the willow 
fhade* 



Where 
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Where is brown autumn's evening, mild and 

ftiiV ' ■■ >*. ' '• 
What time the ripen'd corn freffi fragrance 
yields * : < i *j 

What time the village peoples all the lull* 

And loud fhouts echo oe'r the harveft 
fields? 

To former fcenes our fanejr thus returns, 
To former fcenes, that little pleas'd when 
l* re ' . .•;.." 

Our winter chills us, and our fummer burns, 

Yet we ditf ifce the tfhatfged of the f ear* 

To* happier lands then vefllefs .fancy; fl^es^ - 
Where Indian ftreams through gr^en fayait- 
nahs flow ; 

Where brighter funs, and ever tranquil fkiesj 
JJid new fruits ripen and new flow'rets blow, 
£2 Let 



ooon o 



t 
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Let truth thefe fairer, happier lands furvey t- 

There half the year defcends in wat'ry 
ftorms; 

Or nature fickens in the blaze of day,. 

And one brown hue the fun-burnt plain 
j f deform*. , 

There oft, as toiling in the maizey fields, 
Or homewaid paffing on the fhadelefs way, 

His joylefs life, the weary lab'rer yields, 
And inftant drops beneath the deathiful ray. 

' .11.'.' i' : * • 

Who dreams of nature free from nature's 
ftrife? 

Who dreams of conftant happinefs below ? 

The hope-flufh'd ent'rer on the ftageof life j 

The youth to knowledge unchaftis'dby woe. 



i ; 



For 



P O E M S. ioi 

Forme, long toil'd on many a "weary road, 
Led by falfe hope in fearch of. many a joy ; 

I frnd on eirthV bjeak clime no bleft abode, 
No place, no feafon, facred from annoy. 

Epr me, while winter rages. round tbe plains, 

With his dark days, I'll human life compare : 

Not thofe more fraught with clouds, and winds, 
and rains, to 

Than this with pining pain and anxious care. 

O whence this wpp&'rQUS turn q£ mind, our 
"*" fcite! 

, Whate'er the feafon or tjhe place pofleft, 

. W.e r ever n?u murat jour prefent ftate ; 4 .• 

And yet the thought; of r parting breaks cn>r 
reft. 

;i...i : i K3 Why 
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Why clfe, when heard in evening's folcmn* 
gloom, 
Does the fad knell, that, founding o'er the 
plain, 
Tolls fome poor lifelefe body to the tomb, 
Thus thrill my bread with melancholy pain? 

The voice of reaf in echoes in my ear f 

Thus thou, e'er long, muft joiathy kindred: 
clay : 

No more this breaft the vital fpirit Ihare, 
No more thefe eye-lids open on the day. 

O winter, round me fpread thy joylefs reign, 
Thy thrc at'ning fkies in dufky horrors dreffc; 

Gf thy dread rage no longer III complain, 
Nor afk an EDEN for a tranfient gueft. 

Enough 
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Enough has heav n indulg'd of joy below, 
To tempt our tarriance in this lov'd retreat ; 

Enough has heav'n ordain'd of ufeful woe, 
To make us languifli for ahappier feat. 

There is who deems all climes, all feafons fair, 
There is who knows no reftlefe paffion's 
ftrife; 

Contentment, failing at each idle care ; 
Contentment, thankful for the gift of life. 

She finds in winter many a fcene to pleafe, 
The morning landfcape fring'd with froft- 
work gay, 

The fun at noon feen through the Ieafelefs trees, 
The. clear, calm ether at the ck>fe of day. 

She 
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She bids for all, our grateful praifp arilb 

To him whofe mandate fpake the world .ta 
form ; . 

Can fpring's gay bloom, and fummer's chearful 
flues, 

And Autumn's corn-clad field, and winter's 
founding florm. 



. fj !■■ 
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On a YOUNG MAN, who died Three Bays 
after !:■■. wa.* married. 



A, 



.LL fleCh is grafe — Important truth ! 
Nor darew; bria'ft of health* or youth,- 
The nuptial be d I fearer had tr6d, 
Ere fummon'd forth to meet my God, 

Compell'd 
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Corapeird to leave my weeping, bride, 
Sunk from her tender arms, and dy'd. 



Another—On A YOUNG LADY. 

JlJeHOLD ye thoughtlels, young, and gay, 
What I am now, ye fhortly may. 
1 preach whilft here I mduld'ring lie, 
And this my text— Prepare to die t 

Another—On An AMI ABLE. WIF& * 

iJHE's gone ! — the dear companion of jny 

bed, : :. 

And with her ev'ry earthly blifs is fled;. ? s% 

An empty world is all I now tan boaft, 

With her my ev'ry wifh and. joy was loft* 

On 
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Oithparing the TOLLING of a BELL, in a 
very unhvahhy Spring, when great Num- 
bers were called to Eternity. 



W HAT do I hear— or faney that I bear ? 
As long accuftom'd to the doleful found) 
The tolling of yon melancholy bell ! 
Which has for weeks and months, inceffahtly, 
Some ■ ireadfoT ffory in my ears proclaimed, t . 

And with repeated ftrokes alarm'd the towp-t 

. .t 

Alas ! tis more than faney*— Hark I ^ 
ftrike*! 
^a rabafi, in language if oft^empKatica}, 
It fpeaks !— My inmofl; foul with horror fills. 
What does, the dread but true informer fay ? 

What 
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^^Vlfttet doth it itftimate,' or what declare ? 

ffot tfo*t fome valliant chief, mighty in arms, 

Returns, wth honour and wi(|b ^conqueft 
crowrfd : . 

' Nor that a noble heir is lately born, 

Whofe birth makes joyful his glad parents 
hearts, 

And proves perhaps a blifs to future days : . 
"Northat the nuptiaj knot has juft been ty'd 
Between fome happy pair, who mutually 
Agree to fpend their future days in love's 
Embrace — Nor is it what wou'd be lefs pleaf- 
. Wg, 

That feme intolerable woe is near, 
If an expedient be not quickly found 
T'avert, or diffipate th' impending ftroke; * 
.For were it thus, each may allay his grief, 

"And with a peradventure quell the figh. 

But 
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But ah ! it leaves us not one glimpfe of hope* 
More than portention in its voice is heard. 
It tells us that the fatal dart is fled, 
Lodg'd in the vitals, in the heart, or head, 
Of fome one of the race of fallen Adam : 
And that an awful federation's made, 
The fpirit forc'd from her clay tenement, 
Prepar'd, or unprepar'd, away (he's fled, 
To ftand before the heart rein-trying God. 
And now her die eternally is caft 
In fad perdition, or in endlefs blifs. 
In vain ten thoufand arts would now combine, 
Ten thoufand briny Ihow rs be pourM in vain, 
Or all the treafures of the Indies brought, 
To make the. foul refume her wonted feat, 
Or a&uate th' inanimated clay. 
Such is the conqueft, fuch the pow'r of death, 

Who 
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Who daily fome new trophy doth ereft, 

To fhcw how univerfally he reigns. 

O thou inimitable King of Terrors ! 

Shall none efcape from thy voracious jaws, 

But wilt thou flill continue to deftroy, 

Nor heed what age, what quality, or fex ? 

The tender babe, the great, the wife, the 
good, 

The hoary head, the mean, the weak, the 

vile, 

Are all by thee, alike, reduc'd to duft ! 

JJ^eftru&ion is effential to thy nature, 

And formidable is thy very name. 

But oh! my foul, why rageft thou at 
death? 
He is but the vicegerent of his God, 

Nor did he ever give the mortal wound, 

L Until 
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Until the fata! mandate had beci* feaPd, 
And fent from the tremendous court of- 

Heav'n : 
And then, indeed, obfequious to his God, 
And deaf to all the cries of finful man, 
At once he executes his dread command. 
'Tis Heav'ns decree, fince thy firft parents 

finn'd, 
(And doft thou at the juft decree repine ?) 
That ev'ry foul of man fhould pafs through 

death. 
So, if thou traced matters to their fource, 
That monfter Sin was the efficient caufe 
Of all calamities, of ev'ry death ; 
Of that for which I now hear yonder knell, 
Which brings this fecret horror o'er my ' 

heart. 

Sinner \ 
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Sinner awake, the deathly fignal hear, 
Regard it as a monitor to thee ! 
A gracious call, a fpecial voice from heav'nl 
But ah ! Death's vifits now fo frequent are ; 
Men laugh at Death, and lightly of him deem ! 
Though dead in fin, and enemies to God, 
They think to meet him with an air of 

triumph ; 
Nor ever dream, that at his dread approach, 
Ten thoufand horrors will at once awake ! 
Confcience, though ftifl'd till that very mo- 
ment, 
Will, like fome potent prince, viftorious rile, 
And aft the part for which it was defign'd. 
Open the book of records, and arrange 
In dread array* before the finner's mind, . 
L 2 Tea 

* A law term as well as a military. 
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Ten thoufand times ten thoufand pad trant 

greffions ! f 

Which had for years at in oblivion laid, 
(Then blacken'd with .the love of flighted 

grace,) 
Will all appear — diftrafl; the guilty mind, 
And drive the frantic foul to deepdefpair. 

Then with a fearful looking for death, 
She dies — and finks into the dark abyfs, 
Nor ever knows a period to her pains. 
For (till, and flill, and ftill, 'tis " wrath to 

" come ! 
O then, vain man, " work while 'tis call'd 

" to-day," 
Bethink thyfelf, before it be too late, 
Fall quickly to foliloquy, and fay — • 
Am I not mortal, like my fellow-creature ? 

And 



\ 
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And can I call one inch of time tny own, 
Or boaft myfelf in the approaching hour ? 
With great celerity my moments fly, 
Surely my days will fhortly find a period I 

Suppofe it now ! — Bring Death's pale aC- 
peft near, 
See him and his concomitants advance ! 
Fancy the well-aim'd arrow on the wing, — 
Sev'ring thy foul from all terrellrial things ! 
T.o ft and before the great tremendous Judge, 
Whofe piercing eye hath taken cognizance 
Of ev'ry thought, and word, and aft, unjuft, 
By thee committed, but by thee forgo^! 
Lo ! the minuted has not mifs'd his notice, 
Nor dipt the mind of the eternal alL 

How. Hands thy foul affedied at the 

thought ? 

L 3 Ah! 
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Ah ! is there not a fomething that recoil* 
And wiflies to poftpone the fatal hour ? 
This argues all is not aright within : 

And that if death fhould find thee as thou, 

art, 

Thou wouldft not die, as doth a bird, or 
bead, 

Who are not annihilated at their death, 

But dying, die. and die, and never die. 

O then redeem thy time, to Jesvs fly, 

With fpced take fhelter in his bleeding; 
wounds, 

Who only takes away Death's poignant fting^ 

And turns the ghaftly monfter to a friend. 

Make fure thy int'reft in the bleeding lamb, 

Nor let him reft, until he fpeaks thee peace, 

Then come whatever may, come life or 
, . death,. 

To 
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To live will then be Christ, to die be gain. 

Death will be more defir'd by thy foul, 

Than all the honours that the world be- 
llows : 

For by his friendly hand thoult part with fin, 

And from a world of forrow, grief, and 
pain, 

To the immediate prefence of thy God. 

There balk in feas of uncreated blifs ! 

In extacies to worms on earth unknowh ! 

With Angels and> Arch-angels, fweetly join, 

To fing the praifes of a Triune God*. 



An 



( »« ) 
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An HYMN for CONSECRATION, Tung 
at the opening of the Countefs of H'i 
Chapels in Brecon, Worctfttr, &c. 



VyOME Jesus ! come and blefs this place ! 

'Tis open'd in thy name ; 
Defcend with fhow'rs of heav'nly grace, 

And confecrate the fame. 

Eternal God, cur pray'r attend," 

Diffufe thy love around : 
As to the burning buih, defcend 

And make, it holy ground ! 



Bid each the man of fin put by ! 
As Mofes did of old 



His 
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His fhoes put off, whence drew nigh, 
Thy glory to behold. 

Lord, let thy glory fill this place* 

Yea fill each finner's heart : 
Come thou incarnate Prince of Peace, 

And never more depart. 

In vain we are affembled here, 

If Jesus does not come : 
Appear, thou bleeding Lamb, appear, 

Let every heart make room ! 

Within thefe walls let thoulands, Lord, 

Thro' grace be born of thee ; 
And in this place thy name record 
* 'Till time no more Cball be. 

m 

Now 
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Now, Saviour, now thy work begin, 
Thy potent nrm difplay : 

Let fome poor rebel d*kd in fin 
fie made alive to-day ! 

Call fome poor wand'rer by tby grace, 
Who knew, thee not before:. . 

Sofhall we blefs thee for this place 
When time (hall be no more. 



Q©QQ©h3QQQO 



On hearing the Rev. Mr. B * ■ from 
/Psalm 65, 2. 

thou that htdftfc '1Pn9.tr, unto thee JkallaUjleJh come. 

W ITH calm attention lo \ J. h?ard; ¥ . 
My heart the fage divine tever'd, 

While 
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While he with holy zeal explain'd 
The gracious words the text contairTd. 
I'll bid the Mufe the 'theme prolong, 
And form the fubft'ance in a fofig^ 

To God the Lord fliall man repair 
By public and by private pray'r ; 
Thus humbly his dependance own 
On thee, thou infinite, unkqpwn. 
Where two or three are met in pray'r; 
Lo ! God has promis'd to be there ; 
He's fRere a prefent help to blefs "^ 

Crown each petition with fuccefs V 

Or in his wifer way our wants redrefs. J 

* 

If warm'd by pure devotion's fire, 
'We to our clofet fhould retire, 

There 
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There, unperceiv'd by human eye, -\ 

Pour fourth to God our plaintive cry, I 
Or fend before the throne a contrite figh, J 
Lo ! he'll on wings of love defcend, 
And to our various wants attend. 
Here we may get our hearts renew'd, 
And each unruly lull fubdu'd : 
Here virtue draws from Jesu's blood, 
And hold fwect intercourfe with God : 
Here we may all our griefs reveal, 
Nor one belov'd fin conceal ; 
For, e'er we fpeak, Omnifcience knows 
What all our words and tears difclofe ? 
Then forae celeftial cordial gives, 
And lo the contrite finner lives. 

Not all the wealth the Indies own, 
Crowns, or the mod exalted throne, 

Should 
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^Should counterpoife the blifs of ptay r, 
When God is by liis prefence there. 
In_pray'r feraphic joys we find, 
1 Which quite transform the earthly mindl 
The man who always, ere he pray'd, 
From the bright path of duty ftray'd. 
Lo ! now he gladly runs therein, 
And hates the garments ftain'd by fin. 

This change, is in himfelf alone, 
For changes are tp Can unknown, 
(Fixt as his own eternal name) 
To-day and yefterday the fame : 
With endlefs glory to reward 
Each humble follower 'of the Lord; 
And fix'd his purpofe to difdain 
The foul who will in fin remain ; 

M Who 
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Who flights the offers, of -his grace, 
And never bows to .feck his facej 

>■■ ■"■ \. ::■■■ .;, : . 
As foQD pi^yjqan by airexift, ; wj$i$1 

Or brutes without theirfood^ubfifl ; 

The feather'd warblers live ;in floods, * 

Or the finn'd tribes amid .the .woods ; 

As foon may Satan burn with love, 

Or God a fount of envy prove, 

As fhallthe foulfo heavn afcend, 

Who without jSirayV His days fhall end. 

When man; has tnifimprov'd his time, 
And (pent his youth, and health, and prir 
Only his God. toi difobey, . 
When death advances,, he jnjay pray ; 
But then his pray 'r 'may b'e in! vain, 
God juftly may; his fuit difJ&m; 
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fe may, 'tis true, his grace eitend, 
id evn in death commence his friend : " 
let the dying hot defpair, 
it, oh ! let all the living fear ; 

'or* on an awful chance depend* . f i> .>;■ . 

i world of blifs, that never ends. 

roi> may accept, — and he m$y not — 

|e may thy name for ever Wot 

jhit of his book of life divine, .':.',.. 

ind thy fad foul to hell cojifign* 

1 Then form your hearts, in health, to pray, 

■or let appearances difmay 

Tour feeking fouls : — Though good men 

lie 
)n beds of languifhment, and die ; 
Ind though the wicked feem tojife 
h tow'rfhg pinions to the fkies, 

M 2 Think 
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Think not the juft has no rewardv 

Or is forgotten by his Lord, 

Or that his wrath does not remain 

On thofe who do his grace difdain : 

The wicked live but to fulfil 

The direful meafure of his ill ; 

Each day ftill makes the (inner worfe* 

And life by fin becomes a curfe ; 

The greater his iniquity, 

The more his puniftunent will be. 

The good man dies, leaves earth and pain, 

A crown of glory to obtain ; 

And if through life God try'd his grace, 

Twas but his glory ta increafe. 

Let man before his God be ftill, 
Pray with fubmiffion to his will : 
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If what we afk be for our good, 
Twill not be by our Lord withftood ; 
But if he e'er out fait denies 
Twas wrong — for he's immenfely tf He.. 
Nature would alk for hfeakh afcd reft, 
When pain khd Gcktiefe may be bed ; 
Our drofly nature to refine ; — 
If fo, be pain and ficknefs mine. 
The chaft'ning rodTH rteer defpife, 
'Tis a rich Welling in difguife. f 

Be thus refign'd aud paffive found, 
In works of holinefs abound. 
Let ev'ry wot d, and work, aud thought, , 
Be into' ftri& obedience 'brought ; 
But here beware of a ttiiltake, 
Left that be fatal which yoa make. 

M 3 Think 
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Think not by this thy Heav'n to gain, 
Or all thy righteoufcds is vain ; 
Nought but a Saviour's precious blood 
Can give thy foul accefe to God ; 
Nought but his fpotlels righteoufnefs, 
(And not,thy works) mud be thy drefs. 
Twashe that firft thy foul infpir'd, 
Thy heart with pure devotion fir'd ; 
He gave thee faith, and faith's increafe; "^ 
Purchas'd thy pardon, feal'd thy peace, ^ 
And bid thee live and grow in grace. J 
He is the. firft, and he alone 
The lalbthe great, and corner ftone; 
Who builds upon this rock ihall (land, 
Who builds without it, builds on fand ; . 
And be his fabric ne'er fo tall, 
Twill in the day of trial fall. 

Then. 
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Then wou'd you live arid learn to die, 
Live holy, yet your works decry ; 
And only hope a feat above, 
Thro' boundlefs grace and dying love. 



d^^S^Sk>^<^N^5^1 



On RETIREMENT- 



JJEAR me,. y ye friendly powers, to peaceful 

fcenes* 
To fhady bowers, and never-fading greens^ 
Where the fhrill trumpet never founds alarms, 
Nor martial din is herd, nor clafh of arms* 
Unenvied may the laurels ever grow*. 
That never flourifh but in human woe :: 

If 
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If never earth the wreath triumphal bears, 
Till drench'd ia. heroes' blood* and orphans' 
tears. 

Hail, ye foft feats ! ye limpid fprings and 

.floods •!'".-• 

» ■ 
Ye verdant meads, ye vales, and mazy woods. 

Ye limpid floods, that ever-murmuring flow, 

Ye verdant meads, where flowers eternal blow; 

Ye fhady vales, where cooling zephyrs play ; 

Ye woo/ls, w^tiere untaught warblers tune their 
lay! 

Here grant- hie/ h'iav'ri* to end my' peaceful 
c "days,' ' ' " - "' ' ' ■ ! "' |!! •' • 
And fteal'myfelf from life by flofr deC&ys ; 
With age, unknown to pain or forrow, bleft > 
To the dark grave retiring,, as 1 to reft ; • 

' While 
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While gently with one figh, this mortal frame, 
Diffolving, turns to afties whence it came; 
While my freed foul departs without a groan, 
And joyful wings he flight to worlds unknown. 

Ye gloomy grots, ye awfulfc folemn cell*, 

Where heavenly-penfive contemplation dwells, 

Guard me from fplendid cares, from tirefome 
ftate, 

The pompous mifery of being great! 

Content with eafe ; ambitious to defpife 

Illuflrious vanity, and glorious vice. 

While the calm hours fleal unperceiv'd 
away, 
Come, thou chafte maid ; here let me ever 

flay* 

Here 
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Here -court the mufes, while the fun on high 

Flames in the vault of heaven, and fires the fky .• 

Or while ftill nights dark wings the globe fur- 
. round; 

And the pale moon glides on her folemn round. 

Bid my,foee foul td ft arty orbs repair, 

Thofe radiant worlds that floitt iri ambient air : 

Or when Aurora; from his eaftern bowers, 

Exhales the fragrance of the balmy flowers, 

Reclin'din filence on a moffy bed, 

Confult the feaftted volumes of the dead ; 

Fali'n realms and empires in defcription view, 

Live o'er pall times, and ancient days renew. 

Charm me, ye facred leaves, with noble 
themes, ' 
With opening heavens, and angels rob'd in 
flames. 

Ye 
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Ye refllefs paflions, while I read, be aw'd: 
Hail ! ye myfterious oracles of Gqd ! 
Here I behold, how infant time began! 
How the dull mov'd,' and quicken'd into man ! 
There tread on hallow'd ground, where angels 

trodi ... 

And reverend patriarchs talk'd us tfKfehds with 

God : 
Or hear the voice to flumbring prophets given, 
Or gaze on vifions from the thrpne of heaven f 



o N 

INGRATITUDE. 

Ingratitude— thou fin accurft, 

Of ev'ry fin pronounc'd the worft ; 

Detefted 
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Detcflcd weed, where'er thou art found, 
Infernal poifon fwells the ground. 

Chriftians, who at perfe&ion aim, 
Or to its (acred heights attain, 
God-like, in all they aft or lay, 
Injuries with kindnefles repay. 

Heathens, who led by nature's rays, 
Nor ever bled with gofpel days, 
By nature's di&ates underftood, 
Twere juft to render good for good. 

Brutes, that of reafon ne'er pofleft, 
Can aft no higher than a bead ; 
Led by their own revttgeful will, 
Will doubtlefs render ill for ill. 
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But thou accurft, where'er thou art, 
Confidence will-know and point the dart : 
Thou who repay eft good with evil, 
sArt only equaled by the devil. 



A N 

H Y M N r o r a ,C H I L D, 

WHO HAD LOST ITS FATHER 
OR MOfHER. 

\J THOU, who once didft children blefs, 

And take them in thy arms ; 
Defend the infant, fatherlefs, 

And guard my feet from harms. 

Thou canft the lofs of friends fupply, 
rjfll h And turn to good each ill ; 

N Though 
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Though ev'ry friend fhouldfail or die, 
Thou art all gracious fiill. 

Thy wifdom and thy pow'r I own, 

For all thy ways are juft ; 
The prince — thou raifeft to his thronei 

Or lay 'ft him down in dull. 

May I obey thy facred word, 

In thefe my infant days ; 
Grow up in all things like my Lord, 

And learn to lifp his praife. 

So {hall I find thy promis'd reft, 

When this frail life is o'er, 
And meet in my dear Saviour's bread; 

My friends fled hence before. 
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ON THE 

T H of the Author's Mother, 
s. C A V E, of B R E C O N, 

Who died February 6, 1777- 

:ard a voice from Heaven, faying unto me,' 
Blcfied are the dead which die in the Lord, 
lenceforth : Yea, faith' the Spirit, that they 
:ft from their, labours ; and their works do 
them. — Rev. xiv. 13. 

done, — 'tis God has cali'd her, — I 

it, 

;ibly own that bed which he thinks fit. 

when firfl I heard the direful news, 
ided foul all comfort did refufe, 
— I felt — I funk beneath the ftroke, 
ry grief my vital fpirits broke. 

N 2 Iview'd 
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I view'd the dear-lov'd face, confign'd to death, 
And heard her blefs me with her parting breath. 
My heart was full, and in my grief I cry'd, 
" Oh ! that I had with my dear mother dy'd ; 
A thoufand of her foft endearing words 
Flew to my mind, and pierc'd my heart like 

fwords. 
She gave me birth, and more than twenty years 
I've been the objeft of her anxious cares. 
Thro* helplefs infancy fiie fav'd from harms, 
And nurs'd, and bore me in her tender arms* 
She fympathiz'd in all my pain and grief, 
And would have borne it all for my relief. 
And is that precious life for ever o'er ? 
And fhall I love maternal love no more ; 
In vain this vaft terreflrial ball I trace, 
I view no more that lovely, deareft face r 

No. 



POEMS. 137^ 

No more her tender, Chriftian letters fee, 
Nor hear how oftr fhe wept and pray 'd for me. 
Oh ! worfi of days, that has .bereft of life, 
So dear a mother, .and fo lov'd a wife. 
Where Ihall I go to eafe my burthen'd- heart L. 
Where find a friend, who'll with me bear a* part ? 
Alas ! there's none — O let me weep and figh 1 
Til mourn and wail my lofs ufttil I die t 

Thus Nature felt and fpoke ^ for Reafon fled* 
And Faith and Hope lay bury'd with the dead;- 
Biit there's a God, a never-Jailing friend,. 
Whofepity, love, ^ndgoodnefs, know no end. 
I knew him fueh, I to his foot-ftool flew, 
And found bis promifes were firm and true* 
He heated itiy fad complaint, he gave relief,. 
And bade me rife fuperior to my griefs. 
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Hufh — Nafure — theft I cry'd, nor more 

complain, 

She only' leffra World of grief and pain, 

To enter manftofts of etertial reft, 

To live and reigtf wkh God, fbrever bleft. 
How pajiertUn affU&ion, howrefign'd, 

How, rfteef.fpr. glory -was her peaceful mind ! 

She wefcotti'd deftfh, and fai<J, Lord, .quickly com* 

And take me hence ; I Jong, to be #t hqme. 

She bleft her bottfe, and bid them ceafe to weep,- 

Then/with afra}l$, in Christ ftie fell afleep. 

Hail then, dear ftinfc in thy immortal joy ! 

In blifs fuperlative, without alloy. 

Live with thy God, nor let my^ partial mind; 

E'er with 'thy fta^ from joys fo tfnconfin'd,; 

But let my grateful heart in praife afeend, "y 

To that all-gracious, all vi&orious friend, y. 

i i 

Who guided, lov'd, and kept thee to the end. J, 

*A EIR T\H- 



C m ) 



A. • 



B I R T H-D A Y 

REFLE C T I O Nv 



ReTURN'D I fee my natal day, 
(Important time to me,) • ' * ■ 

When heav'n inform'd th^lifelefe clay, 
And gave it life to be.. 

I? live to fee another year, 

But what for God is'dorie ? ; i ♦ « 
Ye t ran (lent Scenes again appear, >«'•—' 

And tell how time has run* 



Myt 
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My infant days pafs'd hcedlefs by, 
Nor more than inftinQ; knew : 

Till reafon's flowly opening eye 
Could form th' idea tiue. 

Beneath my parents tender care 

Securely I abode; 
They fhew'd me virtue's path, how fair, 

Though intricate the road! 

E'en then in fecret have J figh'd 

To *un the heav'nly race i 
And oft my feeble heart has cry'd, 

" Give me, O Lord, thy grace !" 

But tranfient as the morning cloud, 
When fhines the op'ning day ; 

Or as the dew, my: early good 
Soon vanished away. 

Eleafurc's. 
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Pteafure'* fefo call allur'd my heart/ • ■ » • 
The feftive d&ifce and fpng ; - 

While the tragedian's 'fjbteiious' art' ' ' 

Made the enchaiifrnent ftrbrig. 

Yet fttll, amidft thefe mingled fweSts, 
The cortfcious tear wooild rife ; 

And Wifforti whifper'd, " Earth admits, -. 
" Of no fubftantial joys. 

u Know, mortal life is bvtt a ftream, 
" And pleafirrc bfct a fliade : 

" The blifs y6u now purfue 's a dream, 
« And like a ' dttam wffli fide/' 

'Tis juft, I've fard; I tvrll be wife, 

My folly Lord forgive ; 
And I to-morrow will arife, 

And to thy glory live. 

The 
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The morning came, frefh health arofe, 
My fpirits gay and free ;. 

Cod, I foon forgot the vows- . r 

That ev'ning gave to thee ! -; 

By ficknefs then, almighty. Lord; 

Thou. oft has warning givfrr- 
And death (that timeihall be depl<*r'd) : • 

Snatch'd a lov'd friend to heaven* 

1 here review'd the mercies paft f . 

And there the lifted rod, 
Which brought me to the arras, at laft 
Of my redeeming God* . 

I broke from all I lov'd before, 

I bade the world fare wel, 
I told my friends I could no more 

In tents of cedar dwell*. 

To 
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To thee, O Pow'r Supreme, to thee 

The glory now I give, 
That I permitted am to fee, 

Thy blifsful face and live. 

That Love, that all-vi&orious grace ! 

"Ere youth's gay fcene is o'er* 
Pad binds me in its kind embrace, 

And rules the dangrous hour. 

O fay to my exulting foul, 

From this day will I blefs ; 

Thy future life in peace fhall roll, 
And thou {halt die in peace* 
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L O V E; 

THE 

ESSENCE of RELIGION. 



JL\ O T every one who crieth Lord, 

Or hear, or pray, or preach thy word, 
Wilt thou in God-like accents own, 
Or hail as partners of thy throne* 

What ! if this fe& or that I join, 

Believe my party moll divine ; 

Vain will my warmed notions prove, 

If abfent from my heart, thy love. 

i 

What! 
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Wliat ! if with Calvin I agree* 
Or to Arminian doftrines flee, 
I Hill remain a child of fin, 
If love does not prefide within. 

Let bigots for the fhell contend, 

In idle controverfies fpend 

Their precious time, whofe zealous fire 

And notions (not thy love) infpire. 

With me let names and parses fall, 
Thy love, my fpv 'reign God, my all ; 
The fubftance this : — Of this poffeft, 
'Mid flaming worlds I Hand confeft. 



O ON 
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O tf T H E 

PREVALENCE of SIN. 



V^OME thou all-prevailing Spirit, 

Come, and teach me how to pray ; 
Intercede for Jesu's merit, 

Wafih, and take my fins away. 
How much need of that atonement 

Hath a guilty foul like me ? 
Who am not one fleeting moment 

From fome finful paflion free. 

Sin, where'er I go, I find it, 
Find it woven in my heart ; 



To 
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To thy crofs, O Jefus ! bind it, 
Sin deftroy, and grace impart : 

Sin, like weeds, for ever fpringing, 
Dolh the foil throughout defile ; 

All my life's a life of finning, 
Jefu, fave me, I am vile. 

Yes, I fin in ev'ry aftion, 

Sin in ev'ry word and thought ; 
I can't pray without diftra&ion, 

Sin, on all I do, is wrote; 
When I to my clofet enter, 

Seeking peace in Jesu's blood, 
Swift as thought intrudes the Tempter, 

Drives^ or draws, my heart from God. 

Thus while I am proftrate lying, 
While my lips in pray'r move, 

O 2 While, 
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While, with feeming ardour crying, 
For redemption from above ; 

Lo ! I find, at that dread inflant, 
My vain heart is rov'd away, 

Wander'd off, on fomething dittany 
And my lips alone do pray. 

Then abafli'd, I filent wonder, 

Why is fuch a rebel fpar'd ? 
Why not caft amongft that number, 

In eternal chains referv'd ? 
Then with joy and fliame confounded, 

I exult in fovereign grace ; 
Grace which hath to me abounded, 

Me, the worft of Adam's race. 

Lord, if I forget to praife thee, 
Let my tongue forget to move ; 
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Jbsu, to thy likenefs raife me, 
Let me all thy goodnefs prove ; 

Let my guilt be now abfolv'd, 
My whole nature fan&ify ;. 

Lord, I long to be diflblv'd, 
Make me meet, and let me die. 



A' N 

ELEGY on a MAIDEN NAME, 



A. 



^DIEU, dear name, which birth and na. 
ture gave — 
Lo! at the altar I've interr'didear Cave, 
For there fhe fell, expir'd, and found a grave.. 

© 3 Forgive 
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Forgive, dear fpoufe, this ill-tim'd tear or 
two, 
They are not meant in difrefpe£l to you* 
I hope the name, which you have lately giv'n, 
Was kindly meant, and fent to me by heav'n. 
But, ah! the lofsof Cave I muft deplore, 
For that dear name the tend'reft mother bore. 
With that (he pafs'd full forty years of life, 
Adorn'd th' important charafter of wife. 
Then meet for blifs, from earth to heav'n re- 
v tir'd,' 
With holy zeal and true devotion fir'd. 

In me what Weft my father may you find, 
A wife domeftic, virtuous, meek and kind. 
What bleft my mother may I meet in you, 
; Axfriend^ an hufband — faithful, wife and true* 

. : Then 
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Then be our yoyare p-ofperous or adverfe, 
No keen upbraidings fhall our tongues re- 

hearfe ; 
But mutually we'll brave again ft the ftorm, 
Remembering ftill for help-mates we were born : 
Then let rough torrents roar or fkies look dark, 
If love commands the helm which guides our 

bark, 
No ftiipwreck will we fear, but to the end, • 
Each find in each a jufl, unflhaken friend. 

WRITTEN a few HOURS* 

Before the BIRTH of a CHILD. 

JYXy God, prepare me for that hour, 

When mod thy aid I want ; 
Uphold me by thy migtAty power, 
Nor let my fpirits taint.. 

i;afk. 
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I aflc not life, I afk not eafe, 
Kut patience to fubmit 
To what (hall beft thy goodnefs pleal 
Then come what thou feeft fit* 

Come pain, or agony, or death* 

If that's the will divine ; 
With joy fhall I give up my breath, 

If refignation's mine. 

One wifli to name I'd humbly dare, 
If death thy pleafure be ; 

O may the harmlefs babe I bear 
Haply expire with mev 
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The following lines were not intended for publica- 
tion % nor would they have been infer ted here, but 
in compliance with thejeqaejl of feveral friends. 
They were compofod by the Author, previous to 
the birth ofhcrfirft child; — written anifealei 
with her own hand, and committed to the care 
of her friends, that in the cafe of the mother's 
death, and the child's living till a proper age f 
it might be prefentedtherewith* 

T O 

M Y D E A R CHILD, 

J_7 E A R finlefs babe, whofe peacefulroom 
Centers within thy mother's womb ; 

Whofe 
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Whofc mind's unfpotted, fpirit pure, 
As. happy (doubtlcfs) asobfcure. 

Whom having never feen, I love, 
And breath my ardent foul above, 
That Heav'n its richeft gifts may give 
To thee, my infant, fhould'ft thou live. 

What unknown cares obftrudt my reft, 
What new emotions fill my breaft f 
I count the days fo oft retold* 
E'er I my infant car* behold* 
Thought after thought intrudes a dart, 
And ftrange forbodings fill my heart. 

Perhaps the day, which gives you life, 
Deprives Eufebius of his wife ; 
And you for circling years may fpare, 
Who ne'er will know a mother's care. 

Perha] 
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haps feme rude ungentle hand 
y infant foot 1 ops may command ; 
10, void of tendernefs and thought, 
3 haifhly menaces each fault. 
; thought too poignant ! may'ft thou die, 
i breathlefs with thy mother lie. 
dare I Heav'n defigns o'er throw ; 
ne, refignation, quickly flow ; 
, to fond Nature's fears be ftill, 
d bow me to the Almighty will. 

D erhaps I yet may live to fee 
' child grow up, and comfort me. 
d if I die — perhaps my fhade 
- darling footfteps may pervade. 
eplefs myfelf, thy eye-lids clofe, 
d guard thee whilft in foft repofe : 

And 
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And if you e'er attain thirteen, 
Thefe lines may by my child be feen ; 
For then your mind may comprehend 
What once your~anxiou5 mother penn'd. 
Here I would ev*ry wifh impart, 
And ope my darling all tny heart. 

I wifh the child, I call my own, 
A foul that would adorn a throne 1 
With keen fen fat ions, foft, refin'd, 
A noble, but an humble mind. 
Be courteous, prudent, humble, wife, 
Each friend's inftru&ion always prize. 
And if you're caft in learning's way, ^ 

Improve each moment of the day, y 

And grafp at knowledge whilft you may. J 
With richeft freight your memory (tore 
And prize it more than golden ore. 

In 
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For riches you may loofe and fpfnd, 
But knowledge is a lading friend. : 

* 

Be ftriaiy honeft, flriaiyjufl, 

On no pretence betray your truft. 

If any?fa"yottr breafl confide 

A fecfiert — there let it abide. 

Whate'er you promife hear inTmirtd, 

Each promife fliould to a&idm bind. 

From <lcTW deteite <ifid falfliGdtJ s %, : 

Nor dread a ferpetit as a iie. . ;::\' </ 

For fhduld yok e'er the name acquire 

As fome I've known, - — a common liar, 

A common thief, my child, would be 

By far more excellent than thee. 

In fome you'll find a conftant flame 
To vilify their neighbour's name; 

P - But 
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But mark (bat woman, mark the man, 
And (hun theii converfe if you can : * 

For fuch, as thus difpos'd, you fee j 

When thou art gone, fpeak ill of thee, :0 ■ 
But, if with fuch obliged to meet, 
Like prudence, {hew yourfclf difcreet ; 
And if you're urg'd* as oft I've known, 
To join with them Jo caft a ftone. 
Rather appear to know it not 
Than help thy neighbour's name to blot. 
Thus you may find evafions good, 
Well tim'd, and rightly underftood ; 
But 'twould be wrong fhould you conceal 
Faults which obftruft your neighbour's wea 
And doubly wrong if you evade, 
What known would honour — not degrade 
Hence your own judgment muft difclofe 
When to conceal, and when expofe. 
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Are any plac'd beneath your care, 

f proud aufteri ties beware ; 

ct cv'ry word and a£lion prove 

ou'd win their fervices by love. 

e foft and gentle, tender, mild, 
*en from the fervant to the child ; 

ea, let each infe&, bird, and bead 

/ithin your fphere, your goodnefs, tafte. 

luft you deftroy a worm or fly ? 

/ith quickcft motion let it die: 

or let a creature e'er complain 

011 gave one moment's needlefs pain. 

They but a favage heart expofe, 
/ho trifle with a reptile's woes. 

What e'er you want, to God make known,^ 
meet, — your wifhes are your own ; L 

lake hira your confidant alone. J 

P £ &is 
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His laws obey, his voicf attend, . 

And then you'll never Waht a frieftdt 'uvz^n v) 



r f r ,A' s o n; .' ■ ,: 

I F you, my fon* fhould etaiincliflfc , •> : 
In Hymen's careful. baods>tojouv > • 
Obferve the maid who fuiuyour heart, . 
But ne'er your mind to her impart 
'Till you have view'd her o'er and o'er — 1 
Her life and charader explore, y 

Know if you can her mental ftore? J 

And if you find the rtaid is (he 
Who may through life your help-mate be,. . 

Then 
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Then court her heart; with honour court, 
Nor dare to make a nymph thy fport. 
With ardour feek — her love obtain — 
Then to defert, and give hefpain, 
Involve in grief, who had been free, 
Content, and happy t but for thee ; 
Who* niov'd by fympathy alone, 
To eafe your heart, gave you her own. 
And, when the conqueft you difcover, 
Bafely negle^ or feek anotbeov 
The vileft mifcreant on the road, 
Who haunts the defert and the wood, 
Who hazards fife.'for what he gains, , 
Nor wins an heart with all his pains ; 
But flies,. purfud, N o'er gate and itile, 
Commits no a6iion-fealf fo vile ; 

And fliould I live fuch conduft Itnow* 

In you, my fon — my tears would flow, — 

P 3,. Myfelf 



lfo POEMS. 

Myfclf would fcek to cafe her grief, 
And bid thee fly to her relief. 



T O 

MY C H I L D, 

IF A DAUGHTER. 

SHOULD ev'ry grace your face adorn, 
And elegance compofe your form, 
In this no lafting worth you'll find, — 
That's beauty — which adorns the mind* 
This well enrich'd — unfpotted — pure, 
Will peace through life and? death infure. 
External beauty has no charms 
If difengag'd from Virtue's arms. 



If. 
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IF, when arriv'd to blooming years, 
A fuitor for your heart appears, — 
To tell my Harriot how to choofe, 
Whom to accept and whom refufe^ 
I own a tafk beyond my pen, 
For fuch the deep deceits of men, 
And fuch their power o'er female hearts* 
We cannot penetrate their arts. 
Their tempers and defe&s they hide "1 

Till they obtain the wifh'd-for bride; -V 

And then they call the veil a fide. : - : J t 

Thus after each prevention taken, 
Too oft we find ourfelves miflaken* 

But this I will be bold to fay, 
If any one his dull addrefs (hould pay, 
Who wants politnefs, grace, or fenfe, 
©r tin&ur'd with extravagence ; 

9 What 
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What — though he whines, and weeps, and 

fighs, 
And vows, without your love he dies/ 
At once rejeft the worthlefs youth, 
He knows no love — 'Tis all untruth. 
For Love's exalted fir earns ne'er- flow 
In fouls io abje& and fb low. 
Though he may thoufands boaft a year, 
Rejeft him — for 'tis bought to dear; 
For fhould you e'er in wedlock dwell 
With fuch a man — L your life's an helL 
Hope not — 'trs vain, — his tent to turn, 
Too late you will your folly mourn. 
Your fofteft words and tears are loft, 
Your hopes and fondeft wifhes croft; 
As foon you'll wafti an Ethiope white, 
Asmake him worthy your delight. 

, ^ Tbea 
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-;ThenIhdn tbe fiiare, tny counfel pri^e* 
Left fa'&ex jter JeiVie make y$p. wifal ^ '■ ■ ; j.\ • i 



l\ r \ -J.: T . ,YK C ■, .:,. . . .-.'■_ 




- --- Yz^i :; T u f^r :, ^; v )' v ^ 




MyJear Ckild % 


• t 



T!ffJE preceding poem is the 
fJfeR of your toother's anxious . concern for you> w 
who are as yet unborn. Should I die at your birth r 
or before you arrive at years of knowledge > 1 hope 
when you rlctivt this poem (which will be at a pro- 
per age) you will not be contented by acquiring it in 
theory tillyou have reduced thefentiments it contains 
to praUice. Then will you find yourfelf beloved 
and efie£med by all the truly virtuous and good, 

and 
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and above all, (uhichfhould be your chief eft con- 
cern) will gain the approbation of God and your 
confcience. Alfo willjhrw a due refpeS to ike 
words and afhes of your deccaftd parent, whofe daily 
Jtody (hadjhe lived) would be to inculcate thofe , 
fentiments into your infant mind as foon as Jhc 
found you capable of receiving them. 

I here give you my blejing, and may you indeed 
be blejfed with wifdom, grace, and principles of the 
ftriSeft honour. To fee you thus enriched would 
be my higheft happvnefs, fundi I live; and if I 
die, be the prayer in death of 



Your affie&ion Mother, 
J W 



IX N'T 



( *?7 ) 



frflj 1 *^ 



SENT TO A 

LADY on her BIRTH-DAY. 



:Xjf:i¥ l-be thou blefs'd with all that Heaven 
can fend, 

• . v. ■ ■ ■ 

Long health, long youth, long pleafure, and a 
_■ friend. 

Not with thofe toys the female race admire, 
Riches that vex, and vanities that tire ; 
'§Jot as the world its pretty flaves rewards, 
A youth of frolics, an old age of cards : 
Faft'to;np purpofe, artful to no end, 
Youngs wanting lovers ; old, to want a friend : 
A fop jtheir paffion, but their prize a fot ; 

•Alive, ridiculous; and dead, forgot, 

•• ■» • Let 
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Let joy or eafe, let affluence or content, 
Wih the gay confcknce of a life well fpent, 
Calm every thought, in fpirit every grace, 
Glow in thy heart, and fmile upon thy face, 
Till death unlelt that tender frame deftroy, 
Till forpe foft dream, or extafy, of joy, iT^^ 
Confign thee to the fabbath of the tomb, 
To wake in raptures in a life to come ! . 

-Jj^j • m >|. .... 

On beiiig'tifked, What is thi * gridteft ' Bfcjjing -on 

•' " r " : * ■•' ' Earth?" *y • \ / ']/ 

X K A 6 : )£, Ve"aftri' ; and ft rerigth/fttbd, liferent., 

and content; i • h *>y 

A heart well managed — v and aliF^Wir^rfpt: 
A foul devoted and athirft for God? • ~* ' ' 
Courting his frriile* — but £a#icnt of lys rod*: 

.. Each* 
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Each day more fit to breathe its lateft breath, 
And then die moft alive, when neareft deatil 



T O 

SYLVIA, pensiv e.. 

1 ELL me, Sylvia, why the figh 

Heaves your bofom ? why the tear 
Steals unbidden from your eye ? 

: Tell me what you wifli or fear ? 
Providence, profufely kind, 

Wherefo'er you turn your eyes 
Bids y'duy with a grateful mind, 

View a thoufand bleflings rife. 
Round you affluence fpreads her ftores* 

Young health fparkles in your eye, , 

<£ Tendereft, 
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Tendered, kindeft friends are yours, 

Tell me, Sylvia, why you figh? 
'Tis, perhaps, fome friendly voice 

Softly whifpers to your mind, 
" Make not thefe alone your choice, 

" Heaven has bleffings more refin'd. 
" Thankful own what you enjoy ; 

" But a changing world like this, 
" Where a thoufand fears annoy, 

" Carfiot give you perfeQ: blifs. 
" Perfeft blifs refides above, 

" Far above yon azure fky ; 
" Blifs that merits all your love, 

" Merits evcTy anxious figh." 
What like this has earth to give ? ' 

Oh ! my Sylvia, in your bread 
Let the adpnonition live, 

Nor on earth defire to red. 

When 
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When your bofom breathes a figh, 

Or your eye emits a tear, 
Let your wifhes rife on high, 

Ardent rile to blifs fincere. 



THE 

DYING CHRISTIAN'S 
RESIGNATION. 

VITA L fparkof heavenl/ flame 

Quit, O quit this mortal frame, 
Hoping, trembling, lingering, flying,. 
O ! the pain, the blifs of dying ; 
Ceafe fond' nature, ceafe thy ftrife, 
And let me languifli into life* 

Harkr 
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Hark! they whifper,* angels fay, 
Sifter fpirit come away. 
What is this abforbs me quite, 
Steals my fenfes, ftiuts my fight; 
Drowns my fpirits, draws my breath, 
Tell me, my foul, can this be death. 

The world frecedes, it difappears, 

Heaycn opens on my eyes, my ears 

With fouruls feraphic ring, 

Lend, lent, your wings — I mount, I fly 

O grave ! yhere is thy viftory ! 

© death ! where is thy fling ! 



T H E. E N: Di* 
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